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* MR. Pope supposed the story of this play to 


have been borrowed from a novel of Boccase; but he 
Was mistaken, as an imitation of it is found in an old 
story-book entitled, FF estward for Smelts, This imi— 
tation differs in as many particulars from the Italian 
novelist, as from Shakspeare, though they concur in 
the more considerable parts of the fable. It was pub- 
lished in a quarto pamphlet 1603. This is the only 
copy of it which I have hitherto seen. 

Thore is a late entry of it in the books of the Sta- 
tioner's Company, Jan. 161q, where it is said to have 
been written by Kitt of Kingston. STEEVENS. 
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Persons Represented. 


Cymbeline, king of Britain. 

Cloten, gon to the queen by a former husband. 

Leonatus Posthumus, a gentleman, husband to Imogen. 

Belarius, à banished lord, disgnised under the name of 
Morgan. 

Guiderius,) disguised under the names of Polydore and 

Arviragus,) Cadwal, supposed sous to Belarius. 

Philario, friend to Posthumus,) Iral; 

Tachimo, friend to Philario, ) **22m5e 

A French Gentleman, friend to Philario. 

Cains Lucius, General of the Roman forces, 

A Roman Captain. Two British Captains. 

Pisanio, Servant to Posthumus. 

Cornelius, a Physician. 

Two Gentlemen. 

{wo Caolers. 


Oueen, wife to Cymbcline. 
Imogen, daughter to Cymbeline by a former queen. 
Helen, woman to Inogen. 


Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Apparitions, 
a Soothsayer, a Dutch Gentleman, a Spanish Gentle- 
man, usicians, Oſ{jicers, Captains, Soldiers, Mes- 
Sengers, and other Attendants, 


SCENE, sometimes in Pritain; sometimes in Italy. 
r 
1 * * 52 \ 


CY M n 


ACT l. 80 EN I. 
Britain. The Garden behind Cymbeline's Palace. 


Enter two Gentlemen, 


I. Gent. You do not meet a man, but 
| frawsns : our bloods 
No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers ; 
Still seem, as does the king's. 
2. Gent. But what's the matter ? | 
1. Cent. His daughter, and the heir of bis king» 
dom, whom 
He purpos'd to his wife's sole son, (a widow, 
That late he marricd,) hath reſerr'd herself 
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Unto a poor, _ worthy, gentleman ; She's wed- 
ed; | 
fler husband bauish'd; sbe imprison'd: all 
Is outward sorrow; though, 1 think, the king 
Be touch'd at very heart. | 
2. Gent, None but the king? 
1. Gent, Ile, that bath lost her, too: so is the 
ueen, 
That most desir'd the match: But not a courtier, 
Although they wear their ſaces to the bent 
Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they scowl at. 
2. Gent, And why 80? 
1, Gent, He that bath mils'd the princeſs, is a 
| thin | MES, 
Too bad for bad report: and he that bath her, 
(I mean, that marry'd her, — alack, good man! — 
And therefore banish'd,) is a creature such 
As, to seek through the regious of the earth 
For one his like, there would be sometbing fail- 
in 
In bim that should compare. I do not think, 
So fair an outward, and such stuff within, 


 Endows a man but he. 


2, Gent. You speak him far, 

1. Gent. I do extend him, sir, within himself; 
Crush him together, rather than unfold 
His measure duly. | 

2. Cent. What's his name, and birth? 

1. Gent, TI- cannot delve him to the root: His 

| father 

Was call'd Sicilius, who did join his honour, 
Against the Romans, with Cassibelau; 
But had his titles by Tenantius, whom 
He serv'd- with glory and admir'd susseſls ; 
So gain'd the sur-addition, Leonatus: 
And had, besides this gentleman in question, 
Two other sons; who, in the wars o'the time, 
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Dy'd with their swords in hand; for which, their 
father 

(Then old and fond of issue) took such sorrow. 
That he quit being; and his gentle lady, 
Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas'd 
As he was born, The king, he takes the babe 
To his protection; calls him Posthumus; 
Breeds him, and makes him of his bed- chamber: 
Puts to him all the learnings that his time 
Could make bim the receiver of; which he took, 
As we do air, fast as 'twas minister'd; and 
In his spring became a barvest: Liv'd in court, 
(Which rate it is to do,) most prais'd, most lov'd; 
A sample to the yonngest; to the more mature, 
A glzls that ſeated them; and to the graver, 
A child that guided dotards: to his mistrels, 
For whom he now is banish'd, — her own price 
Proclaims how she esteem'd bim and his virtue; 
By her election may be truly read, 
What kind of man he is. 

2. Gent. I honour him 
Even out of your report. But, pray you, tell 


me, 
Is she sole child to the king? 

1. Cent. His only child. ; 
He had two sons, (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it,) the eldest of them at tbree years old, 

I' the swathing clothes the other, from their 
nursery | 
Were stolen; and to this hour, no guels in 
knowledge | 
Which way they went. 
2. Gent, How long is this ago? 
1. Gent, Some twenty years. | 
2. Gent, That a king's children should be 80 
| convey'd! - 
So slackly guarded! And the search so slow, 
That could not trace them! : 
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I. Gent. Howsoe'er 'tis strange, | 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at, 
Yet is it true, sir. | 
2. Gent, I lo well believe you. 
1. Gent, We must forbear; Here comes the 
gentleman, | 
The queen, and princeſs, [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


The same. 


Enter the Queen, PosTyuumvus, and Imocrn. 


Queen, No, be assur'd, you shall not find me, 
daughter, 

After the slander of most step-mothers, 
Evil-ey'd unto you: you ate my prisoner, but 
Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthu- 
i mus, | 
So soon as I can wan the offended king, 
I will be known your advocate: marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him; and "were good, 
You lean'd unto his sentence, with what patience 
Your wisdom may inform you. | 

Post. Please your highnels, 
T will from hence to-day. | 
.i; Queen. You know the peril: — 
III fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr'd affections; though the king 
Hath charg'd you should not speak together. 

| | [ Exit. 
ae We r yr 
Nissembling courtesy! How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where she wounds! — My dearest 
husband, 
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J something fear my father's wrath; but nothing, 
(Always reserv'd my holy duty,) what 
His rage can do on me: You must be gone; 
Aud IT sbal} here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes; not comforied to live, 
But that the:e is this jewel in the world, 
That I may see again. 
Post. My queen! my mistrels ! 
O, lady, weep no more; lest I give cause 
To he suspected of more tenderneſs 
Than doth become a man! I will remain 
The loyal'st husband that did e'er plight troth. 
My residence in Rome, at one Philario's; 
Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter: thither write, my queen, 
And with mine eyes III drink the words you 
Send, 


Though ink be made of gall, 


Re-enter Queen, 


Queen. Be brief, I pray you: 
Tf the king come, I shall! incur I Know not 
How much of his displeasure: — Yet I'll move 


him [Aside. 


To walk this way: I never do him wrong, 
But he does buy my injuries, to be friends; 
Pays dear for my offences. LEEæit. 


Po5t. Should we be taking leave 
As long a term as yet we have to live, . 
The lothnels to depart would grow: Adieu! 
Imo. Nay, stay a little: 
Were you but riding forth to air yourself, 
Such parting were too petty. Look here, love; 
This diamond was my mother's: take it, heart; 


But keep it till you woo another wife, 
When Imogen is dead. 
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Post. How! how! another? — 
You gentle gods, give me but this J have, 
And sear up my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death! — Remain, remain thou 


here [ Putting on the ring. 
While sense can keep it on! And sweetest, 
fairest, 


As T my poor self did exchange for you, 
To your so infinite Joſs; so, in our trifles 
Istill win of you: For my sake, wear this; 
It is a manacle of love; I'll place it 
Upon this fairest prisoner. 
[Putting @ bracelet on her arm, 


Imo. O, the gods! — 
When shall we $ee again ? 


Enter CxxRELINTN, and Lords, 


Post. Alack, the king! 
Cym. Thou basest thing, avoid! hence, from 
my sight! | 
Tf, after this command, thou fraught the court 
With thy unworthinels, thou dy'st: Away J. 
Thou art poison to my blood. 
Post. The gods protect you! 
And bleſs the good remainders of the court! 
I am gone. [Exit, 
Imo. There cavnot be a pinch in death 
More sharp than this is. 
Cym. O disloyal thing, 
That should'st repair my youth; thou heapest 
A vear's age on me! 
Imo. IT beseech you, sir, 
Harm not yourself with your yexation; I 
Am senselels of your wrath; a touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 
Cym. Past grace? obedience? 
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Imo. Past hope, and in despair; that way, past 
grace. | 
Cym, That might'st have had the sole son of 
my queen} 
Imo. O hlest, that I might not! I chose an 
eagle, | 


And did avoid a puttock, 


Cym. Thou took'st a beggar; would'st have 
made my throne 
A $eat for basenels. 
Ino. No; I rather added 
A lustre to it. 
Cym. O thou vile one! 
Luo. Sir, 
It is your fault that I have lov'd Posthumus : 
You bred him as my play-tellow; and he is 


A man, worth any woman; over:-buys me 
Almost the sum he pays. 


Cy m. What! — art thou mad? 
12. Almost, sir: Heaven restore me! — Would 
IJ were 


A neat-herd's daughter! and my Leonatus 
Our neighbour Shepherd' 5 son! 


Re-enter Queen, 


Cym. Thou foolish thing! — 
They were again together; you have done 
(to the Queen. 


Not after « our command. Away with her, 
And peu her up. 


Queen. Beseech your patience; — Peace, 


Dear lady daughter, peace; — Sweet sovereign, 
Leave us to ourselves; and make yourselt some 
comfort 


Out of your best advice. 
Cym. Nay, let her languish 


- 
: - 
9. 
4; 
. 
1 
1 

q 


He will remain so. | 
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A drop of blood a day; and, being aged, 
Die of this folly ! [Extt. 


Enter PISAN TO. 


Queen, Fie! — you must give way: 
Here is your servant. — How now, sir? What 

news? 

Pis. My lord your son drew on my master. 

ucen. ta! 
No harm, I trust, is done? 

Pis. There might have been, 

But that my master rather play'd then fought, 
And had no help of anger: they were parted 
By gentlemen at hand. 
Queen. I am very glad on't. 
Imo. Your son's my father's friend; he takes 
his part. — 
To draw upon an exile! — O brave sir! — 
T would they were in Africk both together; 
Myself by with a needle, that I might prick 
The goer back. — Why came you from your 
master? 

Pis. On his command: would not suffer me 
To bring him to the haven: left these notes 
Of what commands I should be subject to, 
When it pleas'd you to employ me. 

Queen. This hath been hs: 
Your faithful servant: I dare lay mine honour, 


Pis. I bumbly thank your highnels. 
uc . Pray, walk a while. 
Imo. About some half hour hence, 
T pray you, speak with me: you shall, at least, 
Go see my lord aboard: for this time, leave me. 
{Exeunt. 
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. III. 


A publick Place. 


Enter CLO TEN, and two Lords, 


1. Lord. Sir, I would advise you to sbift a 
shirt; the violence of action bath made you reek 
as a Sacrifice: Where air comes out, air comes in: 
there's none abroad so wholesome as that you 
vent. 

Clo. If my shirt were bloody, then to shift it 
— Have I hurt him? 

2. Lord. No, faith; not so much as his pa- 


tience. [ Aside. 

1. Lord. Hurt him? his body's a passable car- 
caſs, if be be not hurt: it is a thorough-fare for 
steel, if it be not hurt. : 


2. Lord. Ulis steel was in debt; it went o' the 
backside the town. [ Aide, 


Clo. The villain would not stand me. 

2. Lord. No; but he fled forward still, toward 
your face. [ Aside. 

I. Lord. Stand you! You have land enough of 
your owu: but be added to your having; gave 
you some ground, 

2. Lord. As many inches. as you have oceans: 
Puppies ! [Aside, 
Clo. TI would, they had not come between us. 

2. Lord. So would I, till you bad measured 
how long a fool you were upon the ground. 

| [Avide. 

Clo. And that she should love this fellow, and 


refuse me! 


2. Lord. If it be a sin to make a true election, 
she is damn'd. [Aside. 
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1. Lord, Sir, as I told you always, her beanty 
and her brain go not together: She's a good sign, 
but I have seen small reflection of her wit. 

2. Lord. She shines not upon fools, lest the re- 
flection should hurt her. [Aside. 


Clo. Come, I'll to my chamber: Would there 
had been some hurt done! | 

2. Lord. T wish not so: unleſs it had been the 
fall of an aſs, which is no great hurt. [Aside, 

Clo. Vou'll go with us? 

1. Lord. Pl attend your lordship. 

Clo. Nay, come, let's go together. 
. 2. Lord, Well, my lord. [Exeunt, 


NA. 


A Room in Cymbeline's Palace, 
Enter IxoGEN, and PisANnro. 


Imo. I would thou grew'st unto the shores o' 
the haven, 

And question'dst every sail: if he should write, 
And I not have it, 'twere a paper lost 
As offer'd mercy is. What was the last 
That he spake to thee? 

Pis. *'Twas, His queen, his queen! 

Imo. Then wav'd bis handkerchief ? 

Pis. And kiſls'd it, madam. 

Imo. Senseleſs linen! happier therein than I! — 
And that was all? ä 

Pis. No, madam; for 80 long 
As he could make me with this eye or ear 
Distinguish him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with gloye, or hat, or handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind 
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Could best expreſs how slow his soul saib'd on, 
How swift his ship. 

Imo. Thou should'st have made him 
As little as a crow, or lels, ere left 
Jo aftei-eye him. 

Pis. Madam, so I did. 

Imo. I would have broke mine eye- strings; 
crack'd them, but 

To look upon bim; till the diminution 

Of space had pointed him sbarp as my needle: 

Nay, follow'd him, till be had melted from 

The smallneſs of a guat to air; and then 

Have turn'd miue eye, and wept. — But, good 
Pisanio, 

When sball we hear from him? 

Pis. Be assur'd, madam, 

With his next vantage. 
Imo. I did not take wy leave of him, but bad 
Most pretty things to say: ere I could tell him, 
How I would think on bim, at certain hours, 
Such thoughts, and such; or I could make him 
swear 

The shes of Italy should not betray 

Mine interest, and his honour; or have charg'd 
bim, 

At the sixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight, 

To encounter me with orisons, for then 

Jam in beaven for bim; or ere I could 

Give him that parting kiſs, which I had set 

Betwixt two charming words, comes in my 
father, 

And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north, 

Shakes all our buds from growing, 


Enter a Lady. 


Lady. The queen, madam, , 
Desires your highaefs' company. 
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Imo. Those things I bid you do, get them dis- 
atch'd. — 
I will attend the queen. 
Pis. Madam, I $hall. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 


Rome. An Apartment in Philario's House. 


Enter PHILARIO, TAcurmo, a Frenchman, a Dutchman, 
and a Spaniard, 


Jach. Believe it, sir: IJ have seen him in Bri- 
tain: he was then of a crescent note; expected 
to prove $0 worthy, as since he hath been allow- 
ed the name of: but 1 could then have look'd on 
him without the help of admiration; though the 
catalogue of his endowments had been tabled by 
his side, and I to peruse him by items. 

Phi. You speak of him when he was leſs fur- 
nish'd, than now he is, with that which makes 
him both without and within. 

French. 1 have seen him in France: we had 
very many there, could behold the sun with as 
firm eyes as he. 

Iach. This matter of marrying bis king's daugh- 
ter, (wherein be must be weigh'd rather by ber 
value, than his own,) words him, I doubt not, a 
great deal from the matter. 

French. Aud then bis banishment : — : 

Iach. Ay, and the approbation of those, that 
weep this lamentable divorce, under her colours, 
are wonderfully to extend him; be it but to forti- 
fy ber judgment, which else an easy battery might 
lay flat, for taking a beggar without lels quality. 
But how comes it, he is to sojourn with you? 
How creeps acquaintance ? | 


Phi. 
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Phi. His father and I were soldiers together; 
to whom I have been often bound for no leſs than 
my life: — 


Enter PosTnumvs. 


Here comes the Briton: Let him be so entertain- 
ed amongst you, as suits, with gentlemen of your 
knowing, to a stranger of his quality. — I beseech 
you all, be better known to this gentleman ; whom 
I commend to you, as a noble friend of mine; 
How worthy be is, I will leave to appear heres 
after, rather than story him in his own hearing. 

French. Sir, we have known together in Or- 
leans. ; 

Post. Since when I have been debtor to you 
for courtesies, which I will be ever to pay, and 
yet pay still. 

French. Sir, you o'er-rate my poor kindneſs; 1 
was glad I did atone my countryman and you, it 
had been pity, you should have been put together 
with so mortal a purpose, as then each bore, upon 
impotance of 80 slight and trivial a nature. 

ost. By your pardon, sir, I was then a youn 
traveller; rather shunn'd to go even with what I 
heard, than in my every action to be guided by 
others“ experiences: but, upon my mended judg- 
ment, (if 1 offend not to say it is mended,) my 
quarre] was not altogether slight. | 

French. Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitre- 
ment of swords; and by such two, that would, 
by all likelyhood, have confounded one the other, 
or have fallen both. 


Tach. Can we, with manners, ask what was 
the difference? | 

French. Safely, I think: *twas a contention in 
publick, which may, without contradiction, suf- 
fer the report, It was much like an argument 
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1 | that fell out last night, where each of us fell in 
| praise of our country mistresses: This gentleman 

at that time vouching, (and upon warratit of 
bloody affirmation,) his to be more fair, virtuous, 
5 | wise, chaste, constant-qualified, and leſs attemp- 
x | tible, than any the rarest of our ladies in France. 
j | Iach. That lady is not now living; or this gen- . 
tleman's opinion, by this, worn out. 

Post. She holds her virtue still, and I my mind. 

Iach. You must not so far prefer her fore ours 
of Italy. | | 

Post. Being so far provoked as T was in France, 
I would abate her nothing; though I profeſs my- ; 
self her adorer, not ber friend. 4 

Tach. As fair, and as good, (a kind of hand-in- 
hand comparizon,) bad been something too fair, 
and too good, for any lady in Britany. If she 
went before others I have seen, as that diamond 5 
of yours out-lustres many I have beheld, I could * 
not but believe she excell'd many: but I have not 7 
seen the most precious diamond that is, nor you 
the lady. 

Post. I prais'd her, as I rated her: so doI my 
| stone. | | 1 
. Iach. What do you esteem it at | 
| 1 Post. More than the World enjoys. 
4 Iach. Either your unparagon'd mistreſs is dead, 
or she's out-prized by a triſle.“ 

Post. You are mistaken: the one may be sold, 
or given; if there were wealth enough for the 
purchase, or merit for the gift: the other is not a 
| thing for sale, and only the gift of che gods. 

\ | Jack, Which the gods have given you? 
| Post. Which, by their graces, I will keep. 
Tach, You may wear her in title yours: but, 
you know, strange fowl light upon neighbouring 
ponds, Your ring may be stolen too: 80, of your 
1 of unprizeable estimations, the one is but 


** 
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frail, and the other casual; a cunning thief, or a 
that-way-accomplish'd courtier, would hazard the 
winning both of liist and last. : 
Post. Your Italy contains none $0 accomplish'd 
a courtier, to convince the honour of my mist:els; 
if, in the holding or loſs of that, you term her 
frail, I do vothing doubt, you have store of 
thieves; notwithstauding, I fear not my ring. 

Phi. Let us leave here, gentlemen. 

Post. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy 
signior, | thank him, makes no stranger of me; 
we are familiar at first. 

lack. With hve times so much conversation, I 
sbould get grouvd of your fair mistrels: make 
hei yo back, even to the yielding; had I admit- 
tan e, and opportunity to friend, 

Post. No, uo; ; | 

Iach. | dare, thereupon, pawn the moiety of 
my estate to your rivg; Which, in my opinion, 
o'er-values it something: But I make my Wager 
rather against your confidence, than her reputa- 
tion: aud, ta bar your offence herein too, I durst 
attempt it against any lady in the world. 

Post. You are a great deal abused in too bold a 
persuasion ; and I doubt not, vou sustain what 
you're worthy of, by your attempt, 

Tach, What's that? | 

Post. A repulse: Though your attempt, as you 
call it, deserve more; a punishment too. | 

Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this: it came in too 
sudden]y ; let it die as it was born, and, I pray 
you, be beer acquainted, 

Iach. *'Would 1 had put my estate, and m 
neighbour's on the approbation of what I have 
spoke. 

Post. What lady would you choose to assail ? 

Tack, Yours; whom in constancy, you think, 
stands so safe. I will lay you ten thousand ducats 
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to your ring, that, commend me to the court 
where vat hdy is, with no more advantage than 
the opportunity of a second conference, and J 
will bring from thence that honour of bers, which 
you imagine so reserved. ; 

Post. | will wage against your gold, gold to it: 
my ring | hold dear as my finger; 'tis part of it. 

Iach. You are a friend, and therein the wiser. 
If you buy ladies' flesh at a million a dram, you 
cannot preserve it from tainting: But, I gee, you 
have some religion in you, that you fear. 


Post. This 1s but a custom in your tongue; you 
bear a graver purpose, I hope. 


TJach, J am the master of my speeches; and 
would andergo what's spoken, I swear. 


Post. Will you? — I shall but lend my dia- 
mond till your return: — Let there be covenants 
drawn between us: My mistreſs exceeds in good- 
nels the hugenels of your unworthy thinking: I 
dare you to this match: here's my ring. 

Phi, I will have it no lay. | 

Iach. By the gods it is oue: — If T bring you 
no sufficient testimony that I bave enjoy'd the 
dearest bodily part of your mistreſs, my ten thous 
8and ducats are yours; 80 is your diamond too. 
If | come off, and leave her in such honour as 
you have trust in, sbe your jewel, this your jew- 
el, and my gold are yours; — provided, I have 
your commendation, for my more free entertain- 
ment. | 

Post, T embrace these conditions; let us have 
articles betwixt us: — only, thus far you shall 
answer. If you make your voyage upon her, and 


| give me directly to understand you have prevail'd, 


am no further your enemy, she is not worth 
our debate: if she remain unseduced, (you not 


making it appear otherwise,) for your ill opinion, 


* A 
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and the assault you have made to her chastity, 
you shall answer me with your sword. 
Tack. Your hand; a covenant: We will have 


these things set down by lawful counsel, and 


straight away for Britain; lest the bargain should 
catch cold, and starve: I will fetch my gold, and 
have our two wagers recorded, 
Post. Agreed. [Exeunt PosT, and IAcu. 
French. Will this hold, think you? 


Phi, Signior Iachimo will not from it. Pray, 
let us follow 'em, [Exeunt, 


K 


Britain. A Room in Cymbeline's Palace. 
Enter Queen, Ladies, and CoRNELrius, 


Queen. Whiles yet the dew's on ground, gather 
those flowers; 
Make haste: Who has the note of them? 
1. Lady. I, madam. . 
Queen, Dispatch. — [Exzeunt Ladies. 
Now, master doctor; have you brought these 
| drugs ? | 
Cor. Pleaseth your bighneſs, ay: here they are 
madam: [presenting a small box, 
But I beseech your grace, (without offence; 
My de bids me ask;) wherefore you 
ave 
Commanded of me these most poisonous com- 
pounds, | f 
Which are the movers of a languishing death; 
But, though slow, deadly? 
Queen. I wonder, doctor, 


22. 
Thou ask'st 
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me such a question: Have I not 
been 


Thy pupil long? Hast thou ot learn'd me how 
To make perfumes? distill? preserve? yea, so, 
That our great king himself doth woo me oft 
For my couf-ciions? Haring thus far proceeded, 
(Unleſs thou thiok'st me devilish,) is't not meet 
- Thar did amplify my judgment in 

Other conclusions? I will try the forces 
Of these thy compounds on such creatures as 
We count not worth the banging, (but none 

a | human,) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their act; and by them gather 
Their several virtues, and effects. 

Cor Your bighnels 
Shall from this practice but make hard your 

heart : h 

Besides, the seeing these effects will be 
Both noisome aud infectious. | 

Vueen, O, content thee, — 


Enter PiS AN To. 


Here comes a flattering rascal; upon bim [Aside. 


Will 1 first work: he's for his master, 
And enemy to my son. — How now, Pisanio ? — 
Doctor, your service for this tune is ended; 
Take your own way. 
Cor. I do suspect you, madam z 8 
But you shall do no harm. DAside. 
Queen, Hark thee, 8 word, — [to Pisanio. 
Cor, [Aside.] J de not like her, She, doth 
| think, she has 7 | 
Strange lingering poisous:; I do know her spirit, 
And will not trust one of her malice with 
A drug of such dama'd nature: Those, she bas, 
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Will stupify and dull the sense a while: 
Which first, perchance, $she'll prove on cats, and 
dogs; . 
Then afterward up higher; but there is 
No danger in what shew of death it makes, 
More than the locking up the spirits a time, 
To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool'd 
With a most false effect; and I the truer, 
So to be false with her, 
Queen, No further service, doctor, 
Until J send for thee. 
Cor. J humbly take my leave. [Eæit. 
Cu . WMeeps she still, say'st thou ? Dost 
thou think, in time 
She will not quench; and let instructions enter 
Where folly now possesses? Do thou work: 
When thou shalt bring me word, she loves my 
son, 
T'll tell thee, on the instant, thou art then 


As great as is thy master: greater; for 


His fortunes all lie speechleſs, and his name 

Is at last gasp: Return he cannot, nor 

Continue where he is; to shift his being, 

Is to exchange one misery with another; 

And every day, that comes, comes to decay 

A day's work in him: What shalt thou expect, 

'To be depender on a thing that leans? 

Who cannot be new built; nor has no friends, 
[ The Queen drops a box: Pisanio takes 

it up. 


So TP as but to prop- him? — Thou tak'st 


A | 
Thou ew not what; but take it for thy 
labour : 
Tt is a thing I made, which hath the king 
Five times r1edeem'd from death: I do not know 
What is more cordial; — Nay, I pry'thee, take 
: it; ; 
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Tt is an earnest of a further good 

That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistreſs how 

The case stands with her; do't, as from thyself. 

Think what a chance thou changest on; but 

think 

Thou. hast thy mistrefs still; to boot, my son, 

Who shall take notice of thee: I'll move the 
king 

To any shape of thy preferment, such | 

As thou'lt desire; and then myself, I chiefly, 

That set thee on to this desert, am bound 

To load thy merit richly. Call my women: 

Think on my words. [Exit Pisa.] — A sly and 

constant knave; 

Not to be shak'd; the agent for his master; 

And the remembrancer of her, to hold 

The hand fast to her lord, — I have given him 
that, 

Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her 

Of leigers for her sweet; and which she, after, 

Except she bend her humour, shall be assur'd 


Re- enter Pis Ax ro, and Ladies. 


To taste of too. — 80, so; — well done, well 


done: 
The violets, cowslips, and the primroses, 
Bear to my closet: — Fare thee well, Pisanio; 
Think on my words. [Exe int Queen, and Ladies. 
Pis. And shall do: 
But when to my good lord I prove untrue, 


I' choke myself: there's all Il do for you. 
| | (Ext. 
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een. 


Another Room in the ame. 


Enter Id OOEN. 


Imo. A father cruel, and a step- dame false; 

A foolish suitor to a wedded lady, 

That hath her husband banish'd; — O, that 
husband! n 

My supreme crown of grief! and those repeated 

Vexations of it! Had I been thief-stolen, 

As my two brothers, happy! but most miserable 

1s the desire that's glorious: Blessed be those, 

How mean soc'er, that have their honest wills, 

Which seasons comfort. — Who may this be? 
Fie! 


Enter Pis Axio, and IAchiuo. 


Pis. Madam, a voble gentleman of Rome; 


Comes from my lord with letters. 


lack. Change you, madam ? 
The worthy Leonatus is in safety, 
And greets your highnels dearly. 
3 a letter. 
Imo. Thanks, good sir; | 
You are kindly welcome. 
Tack, All of her, that is out, of door, most 
rich ! | - [Ande, 
If she be furnisb'd with a mind 80 rare, 
She is alone the Arabian bird; and I 
Have lost the wager. Boldneſs be my friend! 
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot! 
Or, like the Farthian, I ghall flying fight; 
Rather, directly fly. | 
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Imo. [reads.} — He is one of the noblest note, to 
avhose hindnesses I am most infinitely tied, Reflect 
upon kim accordingly, as you value your truest 


L%zONATUS. 
So far I read alond: 
But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm'd by the rest, and takes it thankful- 
ly. 7 p 
You are as welcome, worthy sir, as J 
Have words to bid you; and shall find it so, 
Jn all that T can do: | 
lach. Thanks, fairest lady. — 
What! are men mad? Hath nature given them 
Eyes 
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich cro 
Of sea and land, which can distipguish *twixt 
The firy orbs above, and the twinn'd stones 
Upon the number'd beach? and can we not 
Partition make with spectacles so precious 
*T'wixt fair and foul ? | 
Imo. What makes your admiration ? 
Jach. It cannot be i' the eye; for apes and 


monkeys, | | 
"Twixt two such shes, would chatter this way, 
and 
Contemn with mows the other; Nor i' the 
judgment; 


For idiots, in this case of favour, would 
Be wisely definite; Nor i' the appetite; 
Slattery, to such neat excellence oppos'd, 
Should make desire vomit emptinels, 
Not so allur'd to feed. 
Imo. What is the matter, trow ? 
lach. The cloyed will, 
(That satiate yet unsatisfy'd desire, 
That tub both fill'd and running,) ravening first 
The lamb, longs after for the garbage. 
Imo. What, dear sir; 
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Thus raps you? Are you well? 
Tach, Thanks, madam; well; — 'Besecch you, 
sir, | - [To Pisanio. 
Desire my man's abade where I did leave him: 
He's strange and peevish. 
Pis. ] was going, sir, | | 
To give bim welcome. [Exit PisAN ro. 
Imo. Continues well my lord? His health, 
"beseech you? 
Tach. Well, madam. 
Imo. Is he dispos'd to mirth? I hope, be is. 
Jach, Exceeding pleasaut; none a stranger 
there 
So merry and so gamesome; be is call'd 
The Briton reveller. | 
Imo. When he was here, 
He did incline to sadnels; and oft-times 
Not knowing why. 
Iach. I never saw him sad. 
There is a Frenchman his companion, one 
An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, much loves 
A Gallian girl at home: he furnaces 
The thick 8ighs from him; whiles the jolly 
Briton | 
(Your lord, I mean,) laughs from's free lungs, 
- cries, Q! - x pk 
Can my sides hold, to think, that man, — who 
knows ] Z 
By history, report, or his own proof, 
Nhat woman is, yea, what she cannot choose 
But must be, — will his free hours languish 
For assur'd bondage? | ks 
Imo. Will my lord say 80? | 
Jack, Ay, madam; with his eyes in flood with 
a  Janghter. | 
It is a recreation to be by, 
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And hear him mock the Frenchman ; But, 


beavens know, 
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Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
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Some men are much to blame. 
Imo. Not he, I bope. | 
Jach. Not he: But yet heaven's bounty towards 
him might 
Be us'd more thankfully. In himself, *tis much; 
In you, — which 1 account his, beyond all ta- 
lents, — 
VWhilst I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pity too. 

Imo. What do you pity, sir? 

Iach. Two creatures, heartily, 

imo. Am I one, sir? 

You look on me; What wreck discern you in me, 
Deserves your pity ? 

Tack. T.amentable! What! 

To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace 
PV the dungeon by a snuff? 

Imo. I pray you, sir, 
Deliver with more openneſs your answers | 
To my demands. Why do you pity me? 7 

Tach, That others do, 

T was about to say, enjoy your — But 5 
It is an office of the gods to venge it, 0 
Not mine to speak on't. 

Imo. You do seem to know. | 
Something of me, or what concerns me; Pray 
| you, 

(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more F 
Thau to be sure they do: For certainties 

Either are past remedies; or, timely knowing, 
The remedy then born,) discover to me 

What both you spur and stop. 

Tach. Had I this cheek 
To hathe my lips upon; this hand, whose touch, 
Whose every _ would force the feeler's 

sou 
To the oath of loyalty; this object, which 
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Fixing it only here: sbonld I (damn'd then) 
' Slaver with lips as cemmon as the stairs 
” That mount the Capitol, join gripes with hands 
Made hard with bourly falshood (fal-bood, as 
With labour), then lie peeping in an eye, 
Base and unlustrous as the smoky light 
That's ted with stinking tallow; it were fit, 
That all the plagues of hell should at one time 
1 Encounter such revolt. | 
N Imo My lord, 1 fear, 
Has forgot Britain. 
lacht. And himself. Not T, 
Inclin'd to this intelligence, erf 
The beggary of his change; but 'tis your graces 
That, trom my mutest conscience, to my tongue, 
Charms this report out. 
| Imo. Let me hear no more. 
lach. O dearest soul! your cause doth strike 
IA my heart 
Wich pity, that doth make me sick. A lady 
"> So fair, and fasten'd to an empery, 
Would make the preat'st king double! to be 
Wh, partner'd 
With tomboys, hir'd with that self-exhibition 
Which your own coffers yield! with diseas'd 
gi). ventures, 
+ © That play with all infirmities for gold 
Which rottennels can lend nature! such boil'd 
. stuff 
N. 5 
905 As well miglit poison poison! Be roveng'd; 
Or she, that bore you, was no queen, and you 
Recoil from your great stock. 
70) Imo. Reveng'd ! Sh 
How should I be reveng'd ? If this be true, 
© (As I have such a heart, that both mine ears 
Must not in haste abuse) if it be true, 
How should I be reveng'd ? 
| Tack, Should he make me 
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Live like Diana's priest, betwixt cold sheets; 
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps, 
In your despight, upon your purse? Revenge 
it. 
J dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure; 
Mare noble than that runazate to your bed; 
And will continue fast to your affection, 
Still close, as sure. 
Imo. What ho, Pisanio! 
Toch, Let me my service tender on your lips. 
Ino. Away! — I do condemn mine ears, that 
have 
So long attended thee, — If thou wert ho- 
nourable, 


Thou would'st have told this tale for virtue, 


not 

For such an end thou $eek'st; as base, as strange. 

Thou wrong'st a gentleman, who is as far 

From thy :eport, as thou from honour; and 

Solicit'st here a lady, that disdains 

Thee and the devil alike. — What ho, Pisa- 
nio! — 

The king my father shall be made acquainted 

Of thy assault: if be shall think it lit, 

A saucy stranger, in his court, to mart 

As in a Romish stew, and to exponnd 

His beastly wind to us; he hath a court 

He little cares for, and a daughter whom 

He mot respects at all. — VV hat ho, Pisanio! 

Iach. O happy Leonatus! I may say; 

The credit, that thy lady bath of thee, 

Deserves thy * and thy most perfect good- 
nels 


Her assur'd credit! — Blessed live you long! 


A lady to the worthiest sir, that ever 

Country call'd his! and you his 'mistreſs, only 

For the most worthiest fit! Give me your 
pardon. | | 
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T have spoke this, to know if your affiance 

Were deeply rooted; and shall make your lord, 

That which he is, new o'er: And he is one 

The truest manner'd; such a holy witch, 

That he enchants societics unto him: 

Half all men's hearts are his. 

Imo. You make amends, 
Tack, He ” 'mongst men, like a descended 

od; 

He hath a kind of honbur sets him off, 

Niore than a mortal seeming. Be not angry, 

Most mighty princeſs, that I have adventur'd 

To try your taking of a false report; which 
hath a 

Honour'd with confirmation your great judg- 
ment 

Tn the election of a sir s rare, 

Which you know, cannot err; The love I bear 
im 

Made me to fan you thus; but the gods made 
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5 5 0u, | 
Unlike all others, chaffleſs. Pray, your pardon, 
Imo. All's well, sir: Take my power i' the 
court for yours, 


Tack, My humble thanks. I had almost forgot 


& To entreat your grace but in a small request, 


{ 


In France N Tis 


And yet of moment too, for it concerns 


Tour lord; myself, and other noble friends, 


Are partners in the businels. 
Imo. Pray, what is't? : 
Iach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your 
lord, : 
(The best feather of our wing,) bave mingled 
sums 
To buy a present for the emperor; 
Which I, the factor for the rest, have done 
N. plate, of rare device; and jew- 
els, 


* 


32 C TYI MBE LINE. 


Of rich and exquisite form; their values great; 
And IT am something curious, being strange, 
To have them in safe stowage; May it please 
1 
To take them in protection? 
Imo. Willingly; _ 
And pawn mine honour for their safety: since 


My lord bath interest in them, I will keep 
them 3 
In my bed-chamber, = 
Tack. They are in a trunk, Eo 
Attended by my men: I will make bold . 
To send them to you, only for this night; 6 


I must aboard to-morrow. 

Imo. O, no, no. N 

Tack, Yes, I beseech; or I shall short my "MN 

word, FI | 2 oy 

By length'niug my return. From Gallia * 
I croſs'd the seas on purpose, and on promise 
To see your grace. 

Imo. I thank you for your pains; 
But not away to-morrow ? 

Iach. O, I must, madam; 
Therefore I shall beseech you, if you please 
To greet your lord with writing, do't to-night: 
T have outstood my time; which is material 
To the tender of our present. 

Imo. T will write, 
Send your trunk to me; it shall safe be kept, 
And truly yielded you: You are very welcome, 
[Exeunt, 


ACT 
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1 


4a M in n 


Court before Cymbeline's Palace. 
Enter CLorxx, and- two Lords. 


Clo. Was there ever man bad such luck! when 
T kiſs'd the jack upon an up-cast, to be hit away! 


I bad a hundred pound on't: And then a whore-. 


son jackanapes must take me up for swearing; as 
if 1 borrow'd mine oaths of him, and might not 
spend them at my pleasure. Z 

1. Lord. What got he by that? You have broke 
bis pate with your bowl. 

2. Lord. If his wit had been like him that broke 
it, it would baye run all out. [Aside. 


Clo. When a gentleman is disposed to swear, 
it is not for any standers-by to curtail his oaths: 
Ha ? | 

2. Lord. No, my lord; nor [aside,] crop the 
ears of them. | 

Clo. Whoreson dog! — I give him satisfaction? 
Would, he had been one of my rank! 

2. Lord. To have smelt like a fool. [ Aside, 


Clo. T am not vex'd more at any ihing in the 
earth, -— A pox on't! I had rather not be 80 
noble as I am; they dare not ſight with me, be- 
cause of the queen my mother: every jack-slave 
hath his belly full of fighting, and I must go up 
and down Ike a cock that no body can match, 

2. Lord. You are cock and capon too; and you 


- crow, cock, with your comb on. [Aciide, | 


Clo. Sayest thou? 
Vol. VII. C 
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1. Lord. It is not fit, your lordship should un- 
dertake every companion that you give offence 
to. 
Clo. No, I know tbat: but it is fit, T should 
commit offence to my inferiors. 

2. Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordsbip only. 

Clo: Why, so I say. 

1. Lord. Did you hear of a stranger, that's 
come to court to-night ? 5 

Clo, A $tranger! and I not know on't! 

2. Lord. He's a $trange fellow himself, and 
knows it not, | [Aside. 


1. Lord. There's an Italian come; and, ttis 
thought. one of Leonatus' friends. 

Clo. Leonatus! a banisb'd rascal; and he's an- 
other, whatsoever he be. Who told you of this 
stranger? 

1. Lord. One of your lordship's pages. 

Clo. I it fit, I went to look upon him? Is 
there no derogation in't ? 

1. Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord. 

Clo. Not easily, I think. 

2. Lord. You are a fool granted; therefore 
your issues being foolish, do not derogate. [Aside. 


Clo. Come, I'll go see this Italian: What I 
have lost to-day at bowls, I'll win to-night of 
him. Come. go. ; 

2. Lord. II attend your lordship. 

[Exeunt Crortx and first Lord, 


That such a crafty devil as his mother 

Should yiell the world this als! a woman, 
| that | | | 

Bears all down with her brain; and this her 

son | 

Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 

And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princeſs, 

Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'st! 
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Betwixt a father by thy step-dame govern'd ; 

A mother hovrly coining plots; a. wooer, 

More hateful than the foul expulsion is 

Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act 

Of the divorce he'd make! The heavens hold 
firm 

The walls of thy dear honour; keep unsbak'd 

That temple, thy fair mind; that thou may'st 
stand, | | 

To enjoy thy banisb'd lord, and this great 2 

| Exit, 


S CE N E II. 


A Bed-chamber ; in one part of it a Trunk, 
Imosc an reading in her bed; a lady attending. 


Imo. Who's there? my woman Helen? 
Lady. Please you, madam, 
Imo. What hour is it? 
Lady. Almost midnight, madam. 
Imo. I have read three hours then: mine eyes 
are weak : — 
Fold down the leaf where I have left: To bed: 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning; 
And if thou canst awake by four o' the clock, 
I pr'ythee, call me. Sleep hath se:z'd me whol- 
ny | [Exit Lady. 
To your protection I commend me, gods! 
From fairies, aud the tempters of the night, 
Guard me, beseech ye! 


[Sleeps IAcHIMO from the trunk. 


Iack. The crickets sing and man's o'er-Jabour'd 
sense 
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Repairs itself by rest: Our Tarquin thus 

Did softly, prels the rwushes, ere he waken'd 

The chastity he wounded. — Cytherea,' 

How braveiy thou becom'st thy bed! fresh lily! 

And whiter. than the sheets! That I might 
touch ! 

But kiſs; one kiſs! — Rubies unparagon'd, 

How dearly they do't! — *Tis her breathing 
t hat 

Perfumes the chamber thus: 'The flame o' the 
taper 


' Bows toward ber; and would under-peep ber 


lids, 
To see the inclosed lights, now canopy'd 
Under these windows: White and azure, lac'd; 
With blue of haben's own tinct. — But my 
| design? 


To note the chamber: — 1. will write all 


down — WM 


Such, and such, pictures; — There the window : 


— Such 
The adornment of he. bed; — The arras, figures, 
Why, such, and euch: — And the contents o' 
the story, — 
Ah but some en notes abont her body; 
Above ten thonsaud meaner moveables 
Would testify, to earich mine inventory: 
O sleep, thou ape of death, Jie dull upon her! 
And be her sense but as a monudent, 
Thus in a Nel lying! — Come off, come 
off; taking off her bracelet, 
As slippery, as the Gordian kuot was bard! — 
"Tis, mine; and this will witneſs outwardly, 
As strongly as the conscience does: within, 
To the maiiding of her lord. Ou ber left breast 
A mole cinque-3potted, like the cimson drops, 
J the bottom of a cowslips Here's a voucher, 
Stronger than ever law could make; this secret 
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Will force him think I have pick'd the lock, 


and ta'en 
The treasure of her honour, No more. — To 
what-end ? | 
Why should I write this down, that's riveted, 
Screw'd to uY memory? She hath been reading 
ate , 


The tale of Tereus; here the leaf's turn'd down, 


Where Philomel gave up; — I have enough: 

To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 

Swift, swift, you dragons of the night! that 

* dawning | 

May bare the raven's eye: I lodge in fear; 

Though this a heavenly angel, bell is bete. 

| [Clock strikes. 

One, two, three, — Time, time! 
[Goes into the trunk, The scene closes. 


SCENE III. 
An Ante- chamber, adjoining Imogen's Apartment, 


Enter Croten, and Lords. 


1. Lord. Your lordship is the most patient man 
in Joſs, the most coldest that ever turn'd up ace. 

'Clo. It would make any man cold to lose. 

1. Lord. But not every man patient, after the 
noble temper of your lordsbip; You ate most hot, 
and furious, when you win. | of 


Clo. Winning will put any man into courage ; 


If I could get this foolish Imogen, should have 
gold enough: It's almost morving, is't not? | 
1. Lord. Day, my lord. 2 
Clo. I would this musick would come; I am 


advised to give ber musick o' mornings; they say, 
it will penetrate, | 


\ 
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Enter Musicians. 


Come on; tune; If you can penetrate her with |, 
your ſingeriug, so; well try with tongue too; if 
none will do, let her remain; but ['Il never give 
o'er. First, a very excellent good-conceited thing; 
after, a wonderful sweet air, with admirable rich 4 
words to it, — and then let her consider. Rea 


Hark! hark! the lark at heaven's gate Sings, 
And Phoebus *gins arise, : 
Tis Steeds to water at those Springs 
On chalic'd flowers that lies; 


And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes; 
Vith every thing that pretty bin ; 
My lady Sweet, arise; 


Arise, arise. 


So, get you gone: If this penetrate, I will con- 
sider your musick the better: if it do not, it is a 
vice in her ears, which horse-hairs, and cat's-guts, 
nor the voice of unpaved eunvch to boot, can 
never amend, [Ezeunt Musicians. 


Enter CxmBeLine, and Queen, 


2. Lord, Here comes the king. | 
Clo. Jam glad, I was up $0 ates for that's the 
reason | was up so early: Ile cannot choose but 
take this service I have done, fatherly. — Good 
morrow to your majesty, and ta my gracious 
mother. / — 
Cym, Attend you here the door of our stern 
daughter? 6 
Will she not forth? 
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Clo. I have assail'd her with musick, but she 
vouchsafes no notice. | 

Cum. The exile of her minion is too new; 
She bath not yet forgot him: some more time 
Must wear the priut of his remembrance out, 
And then she's yours. | 

Queen. You are most bound to the king; 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter: Frame yourself 
To orderly solicits; and be friended 
With apinels of the season: make denials 
Increase your services: so seem, as if 
You were iuspir'd to do those duties which 
You tender to her; that you in all obey ber, 
Save when command to your dismission tends, 
And therein you are senselels. 

Clo. Sengslels? not so. 


1 


Enter a -Messenger, 


Mes, So like you, sir, ambassadors from Rome; 
The one is Caius Lucius, f 
Cym. A worthy fellow, 
Albeit he comes on angry purpose now; 
But that's 2 fault of bis: We must receive 
wm 
According to the honour of his sender; 
And towards himself his goodneſs forespent on 
a us | 
We must extend our notice, — Our dear son, 
When you have given good morning to your 
mistrels, . 
Attend the queen, and us; we shall have need 
To employ you towards this Roman, — Come, 
- our queen. rome 
[Exeunt Cru. Queen, Lords, and Mess. 
Clo. If she be up, I'll speak with her; if 


not, 
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Let her lie still, and dream. — By your leave, 

| ho! — : [ knocks. 

| ] know her women are about her; What | 

| If I do line one of their hands? "Tis gold 

(| Which buys admittance; oft it doth; yea, and 
makes | 

Diana's rangers false themselves, yield u 

Their deer to the stand o' the stealer: and 'tis 


1 — „„ to. 
* — 


A 

"> . gold 8 1 - | 1 

| Which makes the true man kill'd, and saves te 

i | Nay, sometime, bangs both thief and true man: 
| | What * T 4 


Can it not do, and undo? I will make 

One of her women lawyer to me; for 

I yet not understand the case myself. | 

1 By your leave. [ knocks. 

1 Enter a Lady. 
Lady. Who's there, that knocks ? 

1 | Clo. A gentleman. 

| Lady. No more? 

| Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman's son. 

| > Lady. That's more | I 

f Than some, Whose tailors are as dear as yours, 

4 a Can justly boast of: Whats your lordship's plea- 

sure? | 

1 Clo. Your lady's person: Is she ready? 

1 Lady. Ay, ä 

1 x To keep her chaniber. : 

1 Clo. There's gold for you; sell me your good 
a report. 

| Lady. How! my good name? or to report of 
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Ov yau 
What I shall think is good? — The princeſs — 


| Enter IuO GEN. 


| Clo. Good-morrow, fairest sister: Your sweet 
? hand. + | : 


CYMBELINE. 41 


Imo. Good-morrow, sir: You lay out too much 
alns 

For urchasing but trouble: the thanks I give, 
Is elling you that I am poor of thanks, 
And scarce can spare them. 

Clo. Still, I swear, I love yon, 

Imo. If you but said so, 'twere as deep with 

me : | 

If you swear still, your recompence is still 
That I regard it nat. 

Clo. This is no answer. 


TR. Imo. But that you shall not say I yield, being 
= silent, 
J would not speak. I pray you, spare me: 
| faith, Ll 
T shall unfold equal discourtesy 0 
To your best kindnels: one of . your great 
knowing | 


Should learn, being taught, forbearence. 
Clo. To leave you in your madneſs, twere 
my 8in; | f | 

I will not. / 
Imo. Fools are not mad folks, 

Clo. Do you call me fool? 
| Imo. As I am mad, I do: 
If you'll be patient, Tl no more be mad; 
bat cures us both. I am much sorry, sir, 
| You put me to forget a lady's manners, 
By being so verbal: and learn now, for all, 
That I, which know my heart, do here pro- 
| nounce, 55 
By the very truth of it, I care not for you; 
And am so near the lack of charity, 
(To accuse myself) I hate you: which I had 

* , rather N > hab 

Jou felt, than make't my boast. 
Clo. You sin against 
Obedience, which you owe. your father. For 


—— — 


-  _— 
— 


— — — —— — 
- - - 


——— — — £ 


* 
l 
| 
| 


—_— - — ——ů— 


42 CTMBE LINE. 


The contract you pretend with that base wretch, 

(One, bred-of alms, and foster'd with cold disbes, 

With scraps o' the court,) it is no contract, 
rone ; 

And though it be allow'd in meaner parties, 

(Yet who, than be, more mean?) to knit their 
souls 

(On whom there is no more dependency 

Hut brats and beggary) in self-gut'd knot; 


et you are cuib'd from that enlaigement by 


ihe eee o' the crown; aud must not 
801 

The precious note of it with a base slave, 

A hilding for a livery, a squite's cloth, 

A pantler, vet, so eminent. 

Imo. Profane fellow! I, 
Wert tbou the son of Jupiter, and no more, 
But what thou art, besides, thou wert too base 
To be bis groom: thou wert dignify'd enough, 
Even to the point of envy, if *twere made 
Comparative for your yirtues, to be sti''d 
The under-havgman of bi« kingdom; and hated 
For being preferr'd so well. 

Clo. The south-fog rot him! 1 

Imo. He never can meet more mischance, than 

| Come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meanest garment, 
That ever hath but clipp'd his body, is dearer, 
In my respect, than all the hairs above thee, 
Were they all made such men, — How now, 
Pizanio ? | 


Enter PriSAN Ta. 


Clo. His garment? Now, the devil -— 

Imo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee pre- 
gently : — 

Clo. His garment ? 


"a 
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Imo. T am sprighted with a fool; | 
Frighted, and anger'd worse: — Go, bid my 
woman 
Search for a jewel, that too casually 
Hath left mine arm; it was thy master's: shrewy 

nie, 

Tf I would lose it for a revenue 
Of any king's in Europe. I do think, 
I saw't this morning: confident T am, 
Last night 'twas on mine arm; I kils'd it; 
] bope, it be not gone, to tell my lord 
That 1 kiſs avght but he. 

Pis. Twill not be lost. 

Imo. I hope so: go, and search. [Exit Pis. 


Clo. You have abus'd me; — 

His meanest garment? —_ 
Imo. Ay; 1 said so, sir. 

If you will make't an action, call witneſs to't. 
Clo. I will inform your father, | 
Imo. Your mother too: 

She's my good lady; and will conceive, T hope, 

But the worst of me. So I leave you, sir, 


Ta the worst of discontent. [Exit, 
Clo. I'll be reveng'd : — - | 
His meanest garment? — Well, - [Exit, 


SCENE IV. 
Rome, An Apartment in Philario's House. 
| Enter PosTHUMUs, and PHIL Ano, . . 
Post. Fear it not, sir: 1 wauld, I were 80 


8 ure f . 


To win the king, as I am bold, her honour Fo: 
Will remain hers. x | 


| 
1 
1 


4 
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Phi. What means do you make to him? 


Post. Not any; but abide the change of time; 
Ouske in the present winter's state, and wish 
That warmer days would come: In these fear'd 

hopes, | 
J barely gratify your love; they . % 
I must die much your debtor. AT, 


Phi. Your very goodneſs, and your company, "LP 
O'espays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Augustus: Caius Lucius 
Won! do his commission thronghly : und, I think, 
He'il gravt the tribute, send the arrearages, 

Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance 
Is yet fresh in their grief, 


Post. I do believe, | 
(Statist though I am none, nor like to be,) 1 
That this will prove, a war; and you shall hear 
The legions, vow in Gallia, sooner lauded =_ 
In our not-fearing Britain, than have tidings 1 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our. countrymen hs 
Are men more order'd, than when Julius Caesar Et 
 Smil'd at their lack af $kill, but, found their 75 

courage 
| Worthy bis frowning at: Their discipline 
(Now male with their courages) will make 
known 1 
To their approvers, they are __ such | 
That mend upon the world. 


Enter Aux O. 


* 


Phi. See! Iachimo! . 


Post, The swiftest harts have posted you by 
. land! 
And winds of all the corners kiſs'd your sails, 
To make your vessel nimble. | — 
Phi, Welcome, sir. 


Post. I hope, the briefnels of your answer 
made 
The speedinels of your return. 
Jack, Your lady 
Is one of the fairest that I have look'd npon. 
Post. And, therewitbal, the best; or let , her 
/ beauty 
Look through a casement to allure false hearts, 
And be false with them. 
Inch, Here are letters for you. 
Poit. Their tenour good, I trust. 
Tach. Tis very like. | 
hi. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court, 


When you were there ? 


luch. He was expected then, 
But not approach'd, 
Post. All is well yet. — : 
Sparkleſs this stone as it was wont? or is't not 
Too. dull for your good wearing ? 
Tach. If 1 have lost it, 
Isbould have lost the worth of it in gold. 
Il wake a journey twice as far, to enjo 
A second night of such sweet shortnels, which 
Was mare in Britain; for the ring is won. 
Post. The stone's too hard to come by. 
Iachi. Not a whit, 
Your lady being so easy. 
Post. Make not, sir, 
Your lols your sport: I hope, you know that 
we 
Must not continue friends, 
TJach. Good sir, we must, 
Tf you keep covenant: Had T not bronght 
The knowledge of your mistrels home, | grant 


We wetie to question further: but I now 


Profels my+elf the winner of her honour, 
Together with your ring; and not the Wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
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By both your wills, 
Post. Tf you can make it apparent 
That you have tasted her in bed, my hand, 
And ring, 1s yours: If not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour, gains, or loses, 
Your sword, or mine; or masterleſs leaves both 
To who sball find them. | 
Tach. Sir, my circumstances, 6 
Being so near the truth, as Iwill make them, 
Must first induce you to believe: whose strength 
J will confirm with oath; which, I doubt not, 
You'll give * * to spare, when you shall 
n | 
You need it not, 
Post. Proceed. 
Tach. First, her bed-chamber, 
(Where, I confets, I slept not; but, profels, 
Had that was well worth watching,) It was 
7 hang'd x 
With tapestry of silk and silver; the story 
Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman, 
And Cyduus swelFd above the banks, or for 
The preſs of boats, or pride: A piece of work 
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive 
Tn workmanship, and value; which, T wonder'd 
Could be so rarely and exactly wrought, 
Since the true life on't was — 
Post. This is true; 
And this you might have heard of here, by me, 
Or by some other, 
Tach. More particulars 
Must justify my knowledge. | 
. Þost. So they must, 
Or do your honour injury. 
lach. The chimney 
Is south the chamber; and the chimney-piece, 
Chaste Dian, hathing : never saw I ſigures 
So likely to report themselves: the cutter 


5 
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Was as another nature, dumb; cut-went her, 
Motion and b:eath left out. 

Post. This is a thing, 
Wbich you might fiom relation likewise reap z 
Being, as it is, much spoke of, 

Tach. The roof o' the chamber 
With golden cherubins is fretied : Her andirons 
(1 had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Ot silver, each on one foot standing, nicely 
Depending on their brands. 

Post. This is her honour! — | 
Let it be granted, you have seen all this, (and 

rsise 
Be given to your remembrance,) the description 
Of what is in her chamber, nothing saves 
The wager you have laid, 
Tach, Then, if you can, [pulling out the bracelet. 


Be pale; I beg but leave to air this jewel: See! — 
And now 'tis up again; It must be married 
To that your diamond; FI keep them. 
Post. Jove! — 
Once more let me behold it: Is it that 
Which | left with ber? 
Tach. Sir, (IJ thank her,) that: 
She stripp'd it from her arm; TI see her yet; 
Her pretty action did outsell her pift, 
And yet enrich'd it too: she gave it me, and said, 
She priz'd it once. 8 
Post. May be, she pluck'd it off, 
To send it me. ; 
Iach. She writes so to you? doth she? 
Post. O, no, no, no; 'tis true. Here, teke this 
too; gibes the ring, 


Tt is a basilisk unto mine eye, a 
Kills me to look on't: — Let there be no honour, 
Where there is beauty; truth, where semblance; 
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And so, I hope, he came by't: — Back my ring; 9 
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Where there's another man; The vows of women 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their virtues; which is, no- 
thing: — 

O, above measure false! 5 

Phi. Have patience, sir, * 
And take your ring again; 'tis not yet won: 6 
It may be probable, sbe lost it; or, 
Who knows if one of her women, being | 1 
Corrupted, bath stolen it from her. = 

Post. Very true; | 


Render to me some corpora! sigu about her, 2 
More evident than this; for this was stolen. 
Iach. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. * 
Post. Hark you, he swears; by Jupiter he 
SWears. we. 
"Tis true; — nay, keep the ring — tis true: I 
am sure, ; 
She would not lose it: her attendants are 
All sworn, and honourable: — They induc'd to 
steal it! 
And by a stranger? — No; he bath enjoy'd her: 
The cognizance of her incoutinency 
Is this, — she hath bought the name of whore 
thus dearly. — : | 
There, take thy hi:ce; and all the ſiends of bell | 
Divide themselves between you! 
Phi. Sir, be patient: 
This is not strang enough to be believ'd 
Of one eee well of — : 
Post. Never talk owt: 
She bath been colted by him. 
ach. If you seek | 
For further satisfying, under her breast 
(Worthy the pressing.) lies a mole, right proud 
Of that most delicate lodging: By my life, 
I kiſs'd it; and it gave me present hunger 


_ To 
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Jo feed again, thongs full, You do remember 
This stain upon ber 
Post. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another stain, as big as hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it. 
lach. Will you hear more? 


Post. Spare your arithmetick: never count the 


AT | turns; 
of Once, and a million! 
Tack. I'll be sworn, — 
ns, Post. No swearing: — 
Tf you will swear you have not done't, you lie; 
And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny 


„Thou hast made me cuckold, i 
lack. I'll deny nothing. a j 
1 Post. O, that I had her here, to tear her limb- 

8 | meal! : 
I will go there, and do't; i“ the court; before 
Her father: — Fll do 8omething — [w. Exit. 


Phi. Quite besides | 
The government of patience! — You have won: 


Let's follow him, and peryert the present wrath 
He hath against bimself. h 


ach. With all my heart. 


[Exeunt, 


209 SCENE v. 
The za me. Another Room in the SAaMme, 


Enter PosraumUs, 


Post. Is there no way for men to be, but 
women 2X48 4 


Must be half-workers ? Ve are bastards all; 
And that most venerable man, which 1 
Did call my father, was I know not where 


Vol. VII. ; | D 
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When I was stamp'd; some coiner with his tools 
Made me a counterfeit: Yet my mother 'seem'd 
The Dian of that time: so doth my wife 
The non-pareil of this. — O vengeance, vengeance! 
Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain'd, 
And pray'd me, oft, forbearange: did it with 
A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on't 
Might well have warn'd old Saturn; that I 
thought ber 
As chaste as NN snow: — O, all the de- 
vils! — . | 
This yellow Iachimo, in an hour, — was't not? — 
Or lels, — at first: Perchance he spoke not; but, 
Like a full-acorn'd boar, a German one, 
Cry'd, ok! and mounted: found no opposition 
But what he look'd for should oppose, and see 
Should from encounter guard. Could J find out 
The woman's part in me! For there's no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but IT affirm 5 
It is the woman's part: Be't lying, note it, (- 
The woman's; flattering, bers; deceiving, hers; | 
Lust and _ thoughts, hers, hers; revenges, 
Ns ers; . | 
Ambiticns, covetings, change. of prides, disdain, 
Nice longings, slanders, mutability, 7 
All faults mo name, nay, that hell knows, why, 
ers, . | | | 
In part, or all; but, rather, all: for ev'n to vice 
They are not constant, but are changing still 
One vice, but of a minute old, for one 5 
Not half so old as that. III write against them, 
Detest them, curse them: — Yet 'tis greater skill 
In a true hate, to pray they have their will: 
The very devils cannot plague them better. (Exit. 
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ACT HI. SCENE I. 


Britain. A Room of state in Cymbeline's Palace. 


Enter CYMBELINE, Queen, Cr.0TEN, and Lords, at ont 
door; and at another, Caius Lucius, and Alten- 
dants. 1 


Cym. Now say, what would Augustus Caesar 
with us? 
Luc. When Julius Caesar (whose remembrance 
8 Et 
Lives in LIL 's eyes; and will to ears, and 
tongues, | 
Be theme, and hearing ever by was in this 
Britain, 
And conquer'd it, Cassibelan, thine uncle, 
(Famous in Caesar's praises no whit leſs 
Than in his feats deserving it,) for him, 
And his succession, granted Rome a tribu 
Yearly three thousand pounds; which by thee 
lately 
Is left untender'd. | 
Queen And, to kill the marvel, : 
Shall! be so ever. 
Clo. There be many Caesars, 
Ere such another Julius. Britain is 
A world by itself; and we will nothing ber 
For wearing our Own noses. | 
Queen. 'That opportuuity, F 


Which then they had to take from us, to ro- 


sume 
we have again — Remember, sir, my liege, 
The kings your ancestors; together with 


. 
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The natural bravery of your isle; which stands 
As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks unscaleable, and roaring waters; 
With sands, that will not bear your enemies“? 
boats, W 
But suck them up to the top- mast. A kind of 
conquest | 
Caesar made here; but made not here his brag 
Of, came, and gau, and overcame: with shame 
(The first _ touch'd him) he was car- 
rie . | 
From off our coast, twice beaten; and bis ship- 
ing, 6 | 
(Poor ignorant baubles!) on our terrible seas, wi 
Like egg-shells mov'd upon their surges, crack'd 
As easily *gainst our rocks: For joy whereof, 
The fam'd Cassibelan, who was once at point 5 
(O, giglot fortune!) to master Caesar's sword, 1 
Made Lud's town with rejoicing fires bright, 1 
And Britons strut with courage. 


Clo. Come, there's no more tribute to be paid: 
Our kingdom is stronger than it was at that time; 
and, as I said, there is no more such Caesars: 
other of them may have crook'd noses; but, to 
owe suche strait arms, none. 


Cym. Son, let your mother end. 


Clo. We have yet many among us can gripe as ey 
hard as Cassibelan: I do not say, I am one; but P 
I bave a hand. — Why tribute? why should we ; 
pay tribute? If Caesar can hide the sun from us 
with a blanket, or put the moon in his pocket, 
we will pay him tribute for light; else, sir, no 9 


more tribute, pray you now. 
Cym. You must know, A 4 
Till the ws ng Romans did extort 


This tribute from us, we were free: Caesar's 
ambition, | 
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(Which swell'd so much, that it did almost 
Stretch 8 

The sides o' the world,) against all colour, here 

Did put the yoke upon us; which to shake off, 

Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 

Ourselves to be. We do say then to Caesar, 

Our ancestor was that Mulmutius, which 

Ordain'd our laws; whose use the sword of 
Caesar 

Hath too much mangled; whose repair, and 

franchise, 

Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed, 

Though Rome be therefore angry. Mulmutius 
made onr Jaws, 

Who was the tirst of Britain, which did put 

Ilis brows within a golden crown, and call'd 

Himself a king. 

Luc. I am sorry, Cymbeline, 


That I am to prongunce Augustus Caesar 


(Caesar, that hath more kings his servants, than 
Thyself domestick officers,) thine enemy: 
Receive it from me then: — War, and confu- 


sion, 
In Caesar's name pronounce L 'gainst thee; 
took: 


For fury not to be resisted: — Thus Cefy'd, 
T thank thee for myself. | 

Cym. Thou art welcome, Caius. a 
Thy Caesar knighted me; my youth I spen 
Much under him; of him I gather'd honour; 
Which he, to 8eek of me again, perforce, 
Behoves me keep at utterance. I am perfect, 
That the Pannonians. and Dalmatians, for 
Their liberties, are now in arms: a precedent 
Which, not ” read, would shew the Britons 

cold ; | 

So Caesar shall not find them. 
Luc, Let proof speak. 


pastime with us a day, or two, or longer: If 
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Clo. His majesty bids you welcome. Make 


you seek us aſterwanrt{s in other terms, you shall 
find us in our salt-water girdle: if you beat us | 
out of it, it is yours; if you fall in the adventure, of 
our crows shall fare the better for you; ank 


there's an end. 1 
Luc. So, sir. N 
Cym. I know your master's pleasure, and he 4 

| mine: 3 

All che remain is, welcome. IExeunt. 

| * 
SCENE II. | 
* 
V 
f Another Room in the same. \ If; 4 


Enter PisAN10. 


Pis, How ! of adultery? Wherefore write you 
not . 
What monster's her accuser? — Leonatus! 
O, master! what a strange infection 
Is fallen into thy ear? What false Italian 
(As polsonous tongu'd, as handed, ) hath pre- 
vail'd 


5 
On thy too ready hearing? — Disloyal? No: 5 
She's punish'd for her ttuth; and undergoes, K 
More goddela-like than wite-like, such assaults . 
As would take in some virtue. — O, my master! 
Thy mind to her is now as low, as were . = 
Thy fortunes. — How! that 1 should murder 
her? "8 
Upon the love, aud truth, and vows, which I 7 
Have made to thy, command ? — 1, her? — her 19 
blood? 


If it be so to do good service, never 
Let me be counted serviceable. How look I, 


— 3 we 
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That I should seem to lack humanity, 
So much as this fact comes to? Do't: The letter 
(reading. 


That I have sent her, by her'own command, 

Shall give thee oppOrtunity: — O damn'd paper! 

Black as the ink that's on thee! Senseleſs bau- 
ble 

Art thou a feodary for this act, and look'st 

So virgin-like without? Lo, here she comes. 


Enter TMoGEN, 


T am ignorant in what I am commanded, 
Imo. How now, Pisanio ? | 
Jig. Madam, here is a letter from my lard. 
Imo. Who? thy lord? that is my lord? Leo- 
natus ? : | x 
O, learn'd indeed were that astronomer, 
That knew the stars, as I his characters; 
He'd lay the future open. — You good gods, 
Let what is here contain'd relish of love, | 
Of my lord's health, of his content, — yet not, 
That we two are asunder, let that grieve him, — 
(Some griefs are med'cinable; that is one of 
them, | | 
For it doth physick love;) — of his content, 


All but in that! — Good wax, thy leave: — 


Blest be, 

You bees, that make these locks of counsg]! 
Lovers, | 

And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike; 

Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet 

You clasp young Cupid's tables, — Good news, 
gods ! | ſreads, 


; P 

Justice, and your father's wrath, should he take 
me in his domincon, could not be 50 cruel to me, as 
you, O the dearest of creatures, would not even 


— gs gr — 
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renew me with your eyes. Take notice, that Jam 
in Cambria, at Milford-Haven: What your own 
love will, out of this, advise you, ſollow. So, he 
wishes you all happineſs, that remains loyal to his 
vow, and yours increasing in love, 


. Pos thumus. 


O, for a horse with wings! — Hear'st thou, 


Pisaaio? | 1 
He is at Milford-Haven: Read, and tell me \ 
How far *tis thither. If one of mean affairs 70 


* 


May plod it in a week, why may not 1 
Glide thither in a day? — Then, true Pisanio, 
(Who long'st, like me, to see thy lord; who 


long st, — 1 
O, let me bate, — but not like me: — yet 1 
long'st, — | 
But in a fainter kind: — O, not like me; 2 
For mine's beyond, beyond,) say, and speak 5 
thick, 1 Sy 
(Love's counsellor should fill the bores of hear- MR 
ing, 


To the smothering of the sense,) how far it is i 5 

To chis same blessed Milford: And, by the 70 
1 * 

Tell me how Wales was made 80 happy, as 

"Fo inherit such a baven: But, first of all, 

How we may steal from hence; aud, for the 
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K | 
That we shall make in time, from our hence- 

going, 8 
And our return, to excuse: — but first, how We. 

et hence: * 


Why shoald excuse be born or e'er begot? | 
We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee, speak, 


How many 8core of miles may we well ride 
*Twixt hour and bour? 


Pis. One score, 'twixt sun and sun, 


- r 
— I — mw cc - 
l = — > 
— — 


F 


—̃ñʒ̃ 
* 


Madam, 's enough for you; and too much too. 

Imo. Why, one that rode to his execution, 
man, | : 

25 Could never go so slow: I have heard of riding 

* Wagers, 

Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 

That run i' the clock's behalf: — But this is 

5 foolery: — | 

- 5 Go, bid my woman feign a sicknels; say 
1 


She'll home to her father: and provide me, pri- 

sently, . 

e A riding suit; no costlier than would fit 
And franklin's house wife. 

Pis. Madam, you're best consider. 

BY- Imo. I see before me, man, nor here, nor 

. here, 

> Nor what ensues; but have a fog in them, 

That I cannot look through. Away, I pr'ythee; 

Do as I bid thee: There's no more to say; 

Accessible is none but Milford way. | Exeunt. 


8 G EN N III 
Wales. A mountainous Country, with a Cave. 


Enter Ber Anius, GuiDerius, and ARVIRAGUS. 


Bel, A goodly day not to keep house, with 


__ 8uch | 
Whose roof's as low as ours! Stoop, boys. 
This gate 
Instructs you bow to adore the heavens; and 
bows you 


To morning's holy office: The gates of monarchs 
Are arch'd so high, that giants may jet through 
And keep their impious turbands on, without 


- wo-- — p - 


„„ „ 


— 


If quiet life be best; sweeter to you, 
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Good morrow to the sun. — Hail, thou fair 
heaven! 
We house i' the rock, yet use thee not 30 
| hardly a 
As prouder livers do. : | 
Gui. Ilail, heaven! 


Arv. Hail, heaven! | 9 
Bel. Now for our mountain sport: Up to yon 
hill, | i | 
Tour legs are young; I'll tread these flats, 2 
| _ _Consider, | = 
When you above perceive me like a crow, « "I 


That it is place, which lessens, sud sets off. 
Aad you may then revolve what tales I have 
told you, | 7 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war; 46 
This service is not service, so being done, 5 
But being so allow'd: To apprebend thus, . 


Draws us a profit from all things we see: 1 


And often, to our comfort, shall we find ww 
The sbarded beetle in a safer hold 7 
Than is the full-wing'd eagle. O, this life 55 
Is nobler, than attending for a check; 
Richer, than doing nothing for a babe; 4 
Prouder, than rustling in unpaid-for silk: F 2 
Such gain 1 cap of him, that makes them 
ine, 


Yet keeps his book uncroſs'd: no life to ours. 


Gui. Out of your proof you speak: we, poor wy 

| ' * uniledeg'd, 1 

Have never wing'd from view o' the nest; nor 
know Not 

Wbat air's from home. Haply, this life is best, 


That have a sharper known; well corresponding 
With your stiff age: but, unto us, it is 

A cell of ignorance; travelling abed; 

A prison for à debtor, that not dares 
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To stride a limit. 


Arv. What should we speak of, 
When we are as old as you? when we shall 
7 best 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how, 
| In this our pinching cave, sball we discourse 
The freezing Ie away? We have seen no- 

thing : 

Me are beastly; subtle as the fox, for prey; 

A * Like warlike as the wolf, for what we east: 

Our valour is, to chace what flies; our cage 
- We make a quire, as doth the prison'd bird, 
And sing our bondage freely. | 
Bel. How you speak! | 
Did you but know the city's usuries, 

Aud felt them knowingly: the art o' the court, 

As hard to leave, as keep; whose top to climb 

Is certain falling, or so slippery, that 

The fear's as bad as falling: the toi] of the 

war, : 

A pain that only seems to seek out danger 

T the name of fame, and honour; which dies i 
the starch; | ; 

And hath as oft a sJanderous epitaph, 

As record of fair act; nay, many times, 

Doth ill deserve by doing well; what's worse, 

Dlust court'sy at the censure: — O, boys, this 

98 | story | | : 

XX The world may read in me: My bgdy's mark'd 

XX With Roman swords; and my report was once 


— First with the best of note: Cymbeline loy'd 
| ; N 1 me; : | 
Aud when a soldier was the theme, my name 


Was not far off: Then was I as a tree, 

Whose boughs did bend with fruit: but, in one 
| night, | 

A storm, or robbery, call it what you will, 
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Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my 
leaves, 

And left me bare to weather. 

Gui. Uncertain favour! 
Bel. My fault being nothing (as I have told 

you oft) 

But that two villains, whose false oaths pre- 
vail'd 

Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeline, 

T was confederate with the Romanus: so, 

Follow'd my bavishment ; and, this twenty 
years, 

This rock, and these demesnes, have been my 
world: 

Where I have liv'd at honest freedom; pay'd 

More pions debts to heaven, than in a 

The fore-end of my time, — But, up to the 
mountains; 

This is not hunters' language: He, that strikes 

The venison first, shall be the lord o' the feast; 

To him the other wo shall minister; 

And we will fear no poison, which attends 

In place of greater state. Lil meet you in the 
valleys. [ Exeunt Gui. and Arv, 

How hard it is, to hide the sparks of nature! 

These boys know little, they are sons to the 
kin 

Nor Cymbeline 8 that they are alive. 

They think, they are mine: and, though train'd 
up thus meanly 

I' the cave, whereia they bow, their thoughts 
do hit 

The roois of palaces; and nature prompts them, 

In simple and low things, to prince it, much 

Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore, — 

The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 

The king his father call'd Guiderius, — Jove! 

When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell 
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The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly 

1 out | 

flato my story: say, — Thus mine enemy fell; 

And thus I set my ſoot on his neck; even then 

The princely blood {lows in his cheek, be Sweats, 

Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in 
: posture 


That acts my words, The younger brother, 


1 Cadwal, 

(Once, Arviragus,) in as like a ſigure, 

Strikes life into my speech, aud shews much 

BE! ; more 

His own conceiving. Hark! the game is 

* rous'd! — | | 

0 Cymbeliae! heaven, and my conscience, 

e | knows, 

4 Thou didst unjustly banish me: whereon, 

At three, and two years old, I stole these babes; 

Thinking to bar thee of succession, as 

Thou reft'st me of my lands. Euriphile, 

Thou wast their nurse; they took thee for their 
| mother, 

And every day do honour to her prave: / 

Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan call'd, 

They take for natural father. The game is up. 


. 


S G E N E IV. 


Near Milford-Haven. 


Enter Prs AN 10, and TMoGEN. 


Imo. Thou told'st me, when we came from 

g horse, the place 

Was near at hand: — Ne'er long'd my mother 
60 ' 


[ Exit. 
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To see me first, as T have now: — Pisanio! Man! 
Where is Posthumus? What is in thy mind, 


That makes thee stare thus? Wherefore breaks Cl 
that sigh 23 

From the inward of thee? One, but painted thus, 

Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd — 


Beyond self-explication: Put tbyself 
Into a haviour of leſs fear, ere wildneſs | 4 
Vanquish my staider senses. What's the matter?! 


Why tender'st thou that paper to me, with 2 7 
A look untender? If it be summer news, CY 
Smile to't before: if winterly, thou need'st 
But keep that countenance still. — My busband's 


hand £F 
That drug-damn'd Italy hath out-crafty'd him, 1 
And be's at some hard point. — Speak, man; thy 
od tongue | | 

May take off some extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to me. | 

Pis. Please you, read; proc 
And you sball find me, wretched man, a thing 
The most disdain'd of fortuye. 


Imo. reads. ] Thy mistreſs, Pisanio, hath play'd 
the strumpet in my bed; the testimonies whereof lie 
bleeding in me. I speak not out of weak surmises 3 
but from proof as strong as my grief, and as cer- 
tain as 1 expect my revenge. That part, thou, Pi- 
8a1i0, must act for me, if thy faith be not tainted 
with the breach of hers. Let thine own hands take 
away her life : 1 shall give thee opportunity at Mil- 
ford - Haven: she hath my letter for the purpose: 
Where, if thou fear to strike, and to make me cer- 
tain it is done, thou art the pandar to her dishonour, 
and equally to me disloyal. | L 

Pis. What shall T need to draw my sword? the WW 
8 aper ä | 5 
Hath cut her — already. — No, tis slander; 


* 
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Whose edge 1s harper than the sword; whose 
4 ton 
{ * Out-venoms all the . of Nile; Re PIG breath 
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
a All corners of the world: Kings, queens; and 
1 states, | 
"Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave 
2 This viperous slander enters. — What cheer, 
8 madam ? 
F 2 Imo. False to his bed! What is it, to be false? 
os > To lie in watch there, and to think on him? 
70 weep twixt clock and clock? if sleep charge 
* nature, 
i ; 'To break it with a fearful dream of him, 
And cry myself awake? that's false to bis bed ? 


| 43 Pis. Alas, good lady! 
Imo. I false? Tby conscience wimeſs : 
Iachimo, 


Thou didst accuse him of incontinency; 

Thou then look'dst like a villain; now, methinks, 

by favour's good enough. — Some jay of Italy, 

Whose * was her painting, bath betray'd 

5 im: 

Poor T am stale, a garment out of fashion; 

- And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 
I must be ript: — to pieces with mel — O 

Men- s VOWS are women's traitors! All good seem; 


EE Fm, ß > WB. 


25 thy revolt, © husband, shall be thought 
Put on for villainy; not born. where' t grows; 
g % But worn, a bait for ladies. 


- 4 Pis, Good madam, hear me, 
» XR mo. True honest men being 3 like falss . 
5 4 Aeneas, 
. Were, in bis time, thought false: and Sinon's 
| weepi 


» = Did scanda} many a on tear; took pity 
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From most true wretchedneſs: So, thou, Posthu- 


mus, | 

Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men; A 

1 Goodly, and gallant, sball be false, and perjur d, ĩ 
wit | From thy great fail, — Come, fellow, be. thou W 
4.0 | honest : . 
Do thou thy — bidding: When thou seest 

im, SE pi 5 

A little witnels my obedience: Look! « 

I-draw the sword myself: take it; and hit 1] 

The innocent mansion of my love, my beart: * 


Fear not; 'tis empty of all things, but grief: 
Thy master is not there; who was, indeed, 
The riches of it: Do his bidding; strike. 
Thou may'st be valiant in a better cause; 
But now thou seem'st a coward, | 
Pis, Hence, vile instrument ! 1 
Thou shalt not damn my haud. 1 
Imo. Why, I must die; 
And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No servant of thy master's: Against self-slaughter 
There is a prohibition so divine, 
at That cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my 
"nr heart ; — EN, 1 7 
. Semething's afore't: — Soft, soft; we'll no de- 
0 . | ; fence ; X . 
100 ; Obedient as the scabbard. — What is here? 
0 The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus, " 28 
ll All turn'd to heresy? Away, away, ; 1 
Corrupters of my faith! you shall no more 1 
60 9 Be stomachers to my heart! Thus may poor 98 
ft * fools | | wh 
| Believe false teachers: Though those that are 
betray'd | | 
Fil Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor 
Stands in worse case of woe. And thou, Pos- 
5 thumus, PAS | 5 
That did'st set up my disobedience gainst 
| The 
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The king my father, and make me put into con- 
tempt 

The suits of princely fellows, shalt hereafter find 
” It is no act of common passage, but 
A strain of rarenels: afid I grieve myself, 
: To think, when thou shalt be dis-edg'd by her 

That now thou tir'st on, how thy memory 

Will then be pang'd by me. — Pr'ythee, dis- 


The lamb cntreats the butcher: Where's thy 
* 1 kuife? 


Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding, 
When I desire it too. 
Pis. O gracious lady! 
Since I receiv'd command to do this husineſs, 
I have not slept one wink. 
Imo. Do't, and to bed then. 
Pis. III wake mine eye-balls blind first. 
Imo. Wherefore then 
Did'st undertake it? Why hast thou abus'd 
So many miles, with a pretence? this place? 
Mline action, and thine own? our horses' labour? 
ZE The time' inviting thee? the perturb'd court, 
For my being absent; whereunto I never 
Purpose return? Why hast.thou gone 80 far, 
ro 8 unbent, when thou hast ta'en thy stand, 
The elected deer before thee? 


Pis. But to win time 


>} To lose so bad employment: in the which N 
1 11 have consider'd of a course; Good lady, 
near me with patience.  - 
"3 Imo. Talk thy tongue weary; speak: 


I have heard, I am a strumpet; and mine ear, 


Therein false struck, can take no 2 wound, 
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak. 


Pis. Then, madam, | 
T thought you would not back again. 
Vol. VII. K 
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Imo. Most like; / 
Bringing me here to kill me. 
Pis. Not 80, neither : We 
But if T were as wise as bonest, then DS” 
My purpose would prove well, It cannot be, "Fs 
But that my master is abus'd : | 
Some villain, ay, and singular in bis art, 
Hath done you both this cursed injury. 
Imo. Some Roman courtezan. 
Pis. No, on my life... | 
III give but notice you are dead, and send him 
Some bloody sign of it; for 'tis commanded 
T should do so: You shall be mils'd at court, * 
And that will we!l confirm it. 25 
Imo. Why, £-ud fellow, 
What shall C _ while? Where bide? How 
2 0 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my husband? 
Pis. If yov'il back to the court, — 
Imo. No court, no father; nor no more ado 
With that harsh, noble, simple, nothing; 
That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me 
As fearful as a siege. 
[| - Pis. If not at court, 
in Then not in Britain must you bide. 
Imo. Where then? | 
60 Hath Britain all the sun that shines? Day, night, i 
= - Are they not but in Britain? T' the world's vo- 1 
lume ok 8 « 1 
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it; * . 
In a great pool, a swan's nest: Prythee, think "va 
There's livers out of Britain. 3 
Pis. Lam most glad . 
You think of other place. The embassador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven 
To-morrow ; Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is; and but disguise 
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That, which, to appear itself, must not yet be, 
But by self-danger; you should tread a course 
Pretty, and full of view: yea, baply, near 

The residence of Posthumus; so nigh, at least, © 
That though his actions weie not viable, yet 
Report should render him houily to your ear, 
As truly as he moves. | 


Imo. O, for such means! 
Though peri} to my modesty, not death on't, 
T woutd adventure. 

Pis. Well then, here's the point: 
You must forget to be a woman; change 
Command into obedience; fear, aur! niceneſs, 
(The bandmaids of all women, or, more truly, 
Woman its pretty self.) into a waggish courage; 
Ready in pm quick-answer'd, saucy, and 
As quarrellous as the the weazel; nay, you must 
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek, 
Exposing it (but, O, the harder heart! 
Alack;z no remedy !) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kissiag Titan; and forget 
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

Imo. Nay, be brief: 


T $ee into thy end, and am almost 
A man already. 


. Pis. First, make yourself but like one. 


| pare Sheng We, T bave already ſit, ; 


(Tis in my cloak-bag,) doublet, hat, hose, all 
That answer to them: Would you, in their 
| serving, ; 

And with what imitation you can borrow 

From youth of such a season, fore noble Lacius 

Present yourself, desire his service, tell him 

Wherein you are happy, (which you'll make him 
know 


If that his head have ear in musick,) doubtleſs, 
E 2 a 
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With joy he will embrace you; for he's ho- 


nourable, | BE 
And, doubling that, most holy. Your means £ * 

abroad 1 by 
You have me, rich; and I will never fail 5 
Beginning, nor supplyment. | Py 


Imo. Thou art all the comfort Ty 
The gods will diet me with. Pr'ythee, away: (4 
There's more to be consider'd; but we'll even TY 
Alll that good time will give us: This attempt 
1 am soldier to, and will abide it with 


A prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee. : 
Pis. Well, madam, we must take a short fare- | 
wel; 


Lest, being miſs'd, T be suspected of 5 

Your carriage from the court. My noble mistreſs, 3 

Here 1s a box; I bad it from the queen; 9 jp 
| What's in't is precious: if you are sick at sea, 1 

Or stomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this 

Will drive away distemper. — To some shade, 

And fit you to your manhood: — May the gods 

Direct you to the best! Sh 

Imo. Amen: I thank thee. [Exeunt. 


SCENE Y. 


A Room in Cymbeline's Palace. 


Enter CxMnziing, Queen, CLorEx, Lucius, and 
Lords. 


Cym. Thus far; and so farewel. 

Luc. Thanks, royal sir. 
My emperor hath wrote; I must from hence; 
And am right sorry, that I mut report ye 
My master's enemy. - ets | 
Cym. Our subjects, sir, 
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Will not endure his yoke;. and for ourself 
To sbew leſs sovereignty than they, must needs 
Appear unkinglike. ; | 

Luc. So, sir, I desire of you 


A conduct over land, to Milford-Haven. 2 


Madam, all joy befall your grace, and you! 
Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that 
office; 
The due of honour in no point omit ; — 
So, farewel, noble Lucius. 
Luc. Your hand, my lord, 
Clo. Receive it friendly: but from this time 
forth 
I wear it as your enemy. 
Luc. Sir. the event : 
Is yet to name the winner: Fare you well. 
Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my 
lords, 
Till he have crost the Severn. — Happineſs ! 
. | [Exzeunt Lucius, and Lords. 
Queen. He goes hence frowning: but it hoaours 
ua, 7 
That we have given him cause. 
- Clo. "Tis all the better; , 
Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it. 
Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the em- 
peror | 
How it goes bere. It fits us therefore, ripely, 
Our chariots and our borsemen be in readineſs: 
The powers that he already bath in Gallia 
Will soon be drawn to head, from whence he 
moves ' 
His war for Britain. 
Uueen, "Tis not sleepy busineſs ; % 
But must be look'd to speedily, and strongly. 
Cym. Our expectation that it would be thus, 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen, 
Where is our daughter? She bath not appear'd 


* 
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Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 
The duty of the Cay: She looks. us like 
A thing more made of malice chan of duty; 
We have noted it, — Call her hefore us; for 
We have been too slight in sufferance. 

(Exit an Attendant. 

Oucen. Royal sir, 

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retir'd 
Hath ber life been; the cure whereof, my lord, 
"Tis time must do. Beseech yonr majesty, » 
Forbear sbarp speeches to her: She's a lady 


So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes, 
And strokes death to her. | 


Re-enter Attendant, 


Cym, Where is she, sir? How 
ca her contempt be answer dd 
Att, Please you, sir, 
Her chambers are all lock d; and there's no an- 
Wer 
That will be given to the loud'st of noise we 
moke, 
Queen, My lord, when last I went to visit her, 
- She pray'd me to exouse her keeping close; 
Wuereta gonstrein'd by her infirmity, 
She should that duty leasse unpaid to you, 
Which daily she was bound to roffer; this 
She wWish'd we to make known; but our great 
court 
Made me to blame in memory. 
Gym, Her doors lock'd ? . 
Not seen of late? Grant, heavens, that, Shih 
I fear, | 
Prove false! | [Exit. 
Queen, Son, I say, follow the king. 


Clo. That mau of hers, Pisanio her old zervant, 


I have not seen these two days. 
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F Queen. Go, look after. — [Exit CTLorkEx. 


Fi-nio, thou that stand'st 80 for Posthümus! — 
He hath a drug of mine: I pray, his absence 


125 © Proceed by swallowing that; for he believes 

It is a thing most precious. But for her, 

WV hers is A. gone? Haply, despair hath seiz'd 
her; 


r, wing'd with fervour of her love, she's flown 

To her desir'd Posthümes: Gone she is 

To death, or to dishouour; and my end 

Cen make good use of either: She being down, 
1 have the placing of the British crown, 


7 


Rs CLoTEN, 


How now, my son? 

5 Clo. 'Tis certain, she is fled; 

Go in, and cheer the king; he rages; none 
Dare come about him. 


Queen, All the better: Mey 
This night fore-stall him of he coming day! 
(Exit Queen, 


— . Clo, I love, and hate her; for she's fair and 
* royal; : 
And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite 
” 3 lady, ladies, woman; frem every one 
The best she bath, and she, of all compounded, 
& Outsells them all: I love her therefore; But, 
# Disdainins me, and throw: ing favours on 
& The low Posthumus, zlanders 50 her judgment, 
That What's else rare, is chok'd; and, in that 
oint, p UE 
I will cena to hate her, nay, indeed, 
To be reveng d upon her. F or, v when fools 


% 
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Enter PISAN IO. , 


Shall — Who is here? What! are you packing, 
sirrah? 
Come hither: Ah, you precious pandar! Villain, 
Where is thy lady? In a word; or else 
Thou art straightway with the fiends. 
Pis. O, good my lord ! 
Clo. Where is thy lady? or, by "= ER 
I will not ask again. Close villain, - 
I'II bave this secret from thy heart, or ri 
Thy beart to find it. Is she with Posthumus ? 
From whose so many weights of bacenels cannot 
A dram of worth be drawn. 
Pis. Alas, my lord, 
How can she be with him? When was she 
miſs'd? 
He is in Rome. 
Clo. Where is she, sir? Coke nearer z 
No further halting: satisfy me home, 
What is become of her? 
Pis. O, my all-worthy lord! 
Clo. Al villatn ! 
Discover where thy mistreſs is, at once, 
At the next word, — No more of worthy lord, — 
Speak, or thy Silence on the instant is 
Thy condemnation and thy death. 
Pis. Then, sir, 
This paper is the history of my knowledge 


Touching her flight. [presenting a letter. 
Clo. Let's see't: — I will pursue her 
Even to Avgustus' throne. - 


Pis. Or this, or perish. 
She's far enougn; and what he learns by 
this 
May prove bis travel, not her danger. 


Clo. Humh! ; | 


Aside. 
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Pis. TIl write to my lotd, she's dead. O 
Imogen, 
Saſe may'st thou wander, safe return again! 
[Aside. 
Clo. Sirrab, is this letter true ? 

Pis, Sir, as I think. 

Clo. It is Postbumus' hand; I know't. — Sir- 
rah, if thou would'st not be a villain, but do me 
true service; undergo those employments, where- 
in I should have cause to use thee, with a serious 
industry, — that is, what villainy soe'er I bid 
thee do, to perform it, directly and truly, — I 
would think thee, an honest man: thou should'st 
neither want my means for thy relief, nor my 
voice for thy preferment. 

Pis. Well, my good lord. 

Clo. Wilt thou serve me? For since patiently 
and constantly thou hast stuck to the bare fortune 
of that beggar Posthumus, thou canst not in the 
course of pratitude but be a diligent follower of 
mine. Wilt thou serve me? | 

Pis. Sir, I will. | 

Clo. Give me thy band, here's my purse. Hast 
any of thy late master's garments in thy posses- 
sion? 

Pis. J have, my lord, at my lodging, the same 
suit he wore when he took leave of my lady and 
mistrels. ES 

Clo. The first service thou dost me, fetch that 
Suit hither: let it be thy first service; go. 

Pis. I 8ball, my lord. | PE fx <1 D 
_ - Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Haven : — I forgot 

to ask bim one thing; T'll remember't anon: — 
Even there, thou villain Posthumus, will J kill 
thee. — I would, these garments were come. She 
said upon a time, (the bitterneſs of it I now belch 
from my beart,) that she held the very garment 
of Posthumus in more respect than my noble and 
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1.8 natural persdn, together with the adornment' of 
1 my qualities. With that «uit upon my back, will 
] ravish her: First kill bim, and in ber eyes; 
there shall she see my valour, which will then 
be a torment to her contempt. He on the ground, 
my speech of insultment ended on his heed body, 
and when my lust bath dined, (which, - I say,. 
to vex her, I will execute in the clothes that she 
so prais'd,) to the court Ii knock her beck, foot 
her home again, She hath despised me rejoicing- 
ly, and Il be merry in my revenge. 


44.0 - — — — _ — 
* 


Re-enter Pis Ax to, with the clothes, 


| Be those the garments ? - 

is. Ay, my noble lord, | 

Clo. How long is't since she went to Milford- 
Haven? 825 | | 

Pis. She can. scarce be there yet. 

Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber; that is 
the second thing that I have commanded thee: 
the third is, that thou wilt be a voluntary mute 
to my design. Be but duteous, and true prefer» - 
ment shall tender itself to thee. — My revenge 
is now at Milford; Would I bad wings to fol- 


nn on 


low it! — Come, and be true. [Exit. 
Pis. Thou bidd'st me to my loſs; for, true to 
thee, ; _ 


Were to prove false, which I will never be, 

To him that is most true. — To Milford go, | 

And find not her whom thou pursu'st. Flow, 

Fe flow, form 5 

You heaverily blessings, on her! This fool's 
speed 

- Be crost with flowneſs; labour be his meed ! 

Exit. 


* 
- 
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SCENE VI. 


Before the Cave of Belarins, 
Enter IOO EN, in Boy's Clothes, 


Imo. I sec, a man's life is a tedious one: 
T bave tir'd myself; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed, I should be sick, 
But that my resolution helps me. — Milford, 


When from the mountain top Pisanio shew'd 
thee, A 1 


Thou wast within a ken: O Jove! I think, 


Foundations fly the wretched: such, I mean, 

Where they should be reliez'd. Two beggars told 
0 8 N me, . 

T could not miſs my,way : Will poor folks lie, 

That have afflictions on them; knowing 'tis 

A punishment, or trial? Yes: no woke, 


When rich ones scarce tell true: To lapse in full- 


nels | 
Is sorer, than to lie for need; and falshood 
Is worse in kings , thai beggars, - — My dear 
".- Jorg: . 


Thou art one o' the false ones, Now I think on 


| thee, N 
My hunger's gone; but even before, I was 
At point to sink for food. — But what is this? 


Here is A path to it; "Tis some savage hold: 
IJ were best not call; L dare not call: yet famine, 


Ere clean it o'erthrow nature, makes it valiant. 

Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards; hardneſs ever 

Of hardineſs is mother, — Ho! who's bere? 

If any thing that's civil, speak; if-savage, | 

Take, or lend. — Ho! — No answer? then Vll 
enter. 5 8 

Best draw my sword; and if mine enemy 


— 2 n 2 
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But fear the sword like me, he'll scarcely look 
on't. 
Such a foe, good heavens! [She goes into the cave. 


1 
Enter PrrAxrus, Gurp Enis, and AnvirkaGus. 


Bel. You, Polydore, have prov'd best woodman, 

and | 

Are master of the feast: Cadwal, and J. 

Will play the cook, and servant; 'tis our match: 

The sweat of industry would dry, and die, 

Brit for the end it works to. Come; our stomachs 

Will make what's homely, savoury: Wearineſs 

Can snore upon the flint, when resty sloth 

Finds the down pillow hard. — Now, peace be 
here, | 

Poor house, that keep'st thyself! 


Gui, TI am throughly weary. 


Arv. TI am weak with toil, yet strong in appe- 
rite. 

Gui, There is cold meat i' the cave; we'll 
brouze on that, 


Whilst what we have kilFd 'be cook'd. 
Bel. Stay; come not in: ; [looking in, 


But that it eats our victuals, I should think 
Here were a fairy,” 

Gui. What's the matter, sir? 
Bel. By Jupiter, _ angel! or, if not, 
An earthly paragon! — Behold divineneſs 
No elder than a boy! | 


Enter Io EN. 


Imo. Gobd masters, harm me not: 
Before J enter'd here, I call'd; and thought 
To ha ve begg d, or bought, what 1 have took: 
Good troth, 
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I bave stolen nought; nor would not, though I 
bad found 
Gold strew'd o' the floor. Here's money for my 
meat: 
I would have left it on the hoard, so soon 
As I had made my meal; aud parted 
With prayers for the provider, 
Gui. Money. youth ? 
Arv. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt! 
As 'tis no better reckon'd, but of those 
Who worship dirty gods. 
Imo. I 8ee, you are an 
Know, if you kill me for my "fault, I hould 
Have dy'd, had I not made it. 
Bel. Vhither bound ? 
Imo. To Milford-Haven. 
Bel. What's your name? | 
Imo. Fidele, sir: I bave a kinsman, who 
Is bound for Italy; ; he embark'd at Milford ; 
To whom being going, almost spent with hunger, 
I am fallen in this offence. 
Bel: Pr'ytbee, fair youth, 
Think us no churls; nor measure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter'd! 
"Tis almost night: you shall have better cheer 
Ere you depart; and thanks, to stay and eat it, — 
Boys, bid him welcome. 
Gui. Were you,a woman, youth, 
I should woo hard, but be your han — In 
honesty 
I bid for you, as I'd buy. 
Aru. PI make't my comfort, 
He is a man; I'll love him as my brother: — 
And such a welcome as Id give to him, 
After long absence, such is Yours: : — Most wel- 
come! 
Be sprightly, for you fall 'mongst friends, 
Imo. Mongat friends! 
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If brothers? — Would it had been * 
tbat they 
Had been n s sous! then bad N Aide. 
Reon leſs; and so more equal ballasting | 3 
To thee, Posthnmus. 
Bel. He wrings at some distrels. 
Gui. *Would, I could free't! 
Aru. Or I; whate' er it be, | 
What pain it cost, what danger! Gods! 
Bel. 3 boys. [whispering. 
Imo. Great men, 
That had a court no bigger than this cave, 
That did attend themselves, and had the virtue - 
Which their own conscience seal'd them, daying 
by 
That nothing gift of differing multitudes,) 
Could not out-peer these twain. Pardon me, 
gods! 


T'd change my sex to be companion with them, 
Since Leonatus false. 


Bel. It shall be so: 

Boys, we'll go dreſs our hunt. — Fair youth, 

come in: 

- Discours is heavy, lasting: when we have 
supp'c 

We'll mannerly demand thee of thy 8 | 

So far as thou wilt speak it, 

Gui. Pray, draw near. 

Arv. The night to the owl, ard morn to the 

lark, leſs welcome, 
Imo. Thanks, sir. i ha 
A. 1 pray, a. near. [Exeunt, 


* 


N VI. 


Rome. 
Euter two Senators, and Tribunes. 


1. Sen, This is the tenor of the emperor's writ; 
That since the common men art now in action 
*Cainst the Papnonians and Dalmatians ; 

And that the legions now in Gallia are 

Full weak to undertake our wars against 
The fallen-off Britons; that we do incite 
The gentry to this businels: He creates 
Lucius pro-consul: and to you the tribunes, 
For this immediate levy, be commands 

His absolute commission. Long live Caesar! 


Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces ? 
2. Sen. Ay. 

Tri. Remaining now in Gallia? 

1. Sen. With those legions | 


Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy 


Must be supplyant: The words of your commis- 
sion - 


Will tie you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their dispatch. 


Tri. We will discharge our duty. 85 
| | [Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE 1. 


The forest, near the cave, 
Enter Crorkx. 


Clo. Jam near to the place where they should 
meet, if Pisanio have mapp'd it truly. How fit 
his garments serve me! Why should his mistreſs, 
who was made by him that made the tailor, not 
be fit too? the rather (saving reverence of the 
word) for, 'tis said, a woman's fitneſs comes by 
fits. Therein I must play the workman, I dare 
speak it to myself, (for it is not vain-glory, for a 
man and his glaſs to confer; in his own chamber, 
I mean,) the lines of my body are as well drawn 
as his; no leſs young, more strong, not beneath 
him in fortunes, beyond him in the advantage of 
the time, above him in birth, alike conversant in 
genbral services, and more remarkable in single 
oppositions: yet this imperseverant thing loves 
him in my despight. What mortality is! Pos- 
thumns, thy head, which now is growing upon 
thy shoulders, shall within this hour be off; thy 
mistreſs enforced; thy garments cut to pieces be- 
fore thy face: and all this done, spurn her home 
to her father; who may, haply, be a little angry 
for my £0 rough usage: but my mother, having 
power of his testinels, shall turn all into my com- 
mendations. My horse is tied up safe: Out, 
sword, and to a sore purpose! Fortune, put them 
into my hand! This is the very description of 
their meeting-place; and the fellow dares not de- 


cCeive me, LEæit. 


SCENE 


* 
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N II. 


Before the Cave. 


Enter, from the cave, Ber anus, Guipenivs, Any: 
RAGUS, and IMOGEN. 


Bel. You are not well: [to Imo.] remain here 
in the cave; 
We'll come to you after hunting. | 
Arv. Brother, stay here: [to Imogen. 
Are we not brothers? 
Imo. So man and man should be; 
But clay and clay differs in dignity, 
Whose dust is both alike. I am very sick. 
Gui. Go you to hunting, II] abide with him. 
Imo. So sick I am not; — yet I am not well: 
But not so citizen a wanton, as 
To seem to die, ere sick: So please you, leave 
me; 
Stick to your journal course: the breach of custom 


Is breach of all. T am ill; but your being by me 


Cannot amend me: Society i is no comfort 
To one not sociable: I am not very sick, 
Since I can reason of it. Pray En trust me 
here: 
I' rob none but myself; and let me die, 
Stealing so poorly. 
Cut. „ love thee; IT have spoke it: 
How much the quantity, the weight as much, 
As I do love my father. 
Bel. What? bow? how? 
Arxv. If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother's fault: 1 know not why 
1 love this youth ; ; and I have heard you say, 
Love's reason's without reason: the bier at door, 


And a demand who is't shall die, I'd say, 
Vol. VII. F 


G nn 


My father, not this youth, 

Bel. O noble strain! [ Aside. 
O worthineſs of nature! breed of greatneſs! 
Coryards —_— cowards, and base things sire 

ase: 
Nature hath meal, and bran; contempt, and grace. 
I am not their father; yet who this should be, 
Doth miracle itself, lov'd before me. — 
"Tis the ninth hour o' the morn, 


Arv. Brother, farewel. 
Imo. IJ wish ye sport. 


Arv. You health. — So please you, sir. 
Imo. [Aside.] These are kind creatures. Gods, 
what lies I have beard! 

Our courtiers say, all's savage, but at court: 
Experience, O, thou disprov'st report! 
The imperious seas breed monsters; for the dish, 
Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish. 
I am sick still; heart-sick : — Pisanio, 
I'll now taste of thy drug. 

Gui, I could not stir him: 
He said, he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 
Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest. 


Arv. Thus did he answer me: yet said, here- 
: after | | 
I might know more. 
Bel. To the field, to the field: 
We'll leave you for this time; go in, and rest. 
Aru. We'll not be long away. 
Bel. Pray, be not sick, 
For you must be our housewife. 
Ino. Well, or ill, 
T am bound to You, 


* 


Bel. Aud.shalt be ever, — [Exit Imogen. 
This youth, howe'er distreſs'd, appears, be bath 
a : 


Good ancestors. 
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 Arv. How angel-like he sings! 
Gui. But his neat cookery! He cut our roots 
in characters; 
And sauc'd our bioths, as Juno had been sick, 
And he her dieter, 
Aru. Nobly be yokes 
A smiling with a sigh: as if the sigh 
Was. that it was, for not being such a smile; 
The smile mocking the-+igh, that it would fly 
From so divine a temple, to commix 
With winds that sailucs rail at. 
ui. I do note, | 
That griet and patience, rooted in him both, 
Mingle their spurs together, 
Arv. Grow, patience ! 
And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine 
His perishing root, with the increasing vine! 
Bel. It is great morning, Come; away, — 


Who's there? 


Enter CL.oTtren. 


Clo. T cannot find those runagates; that villain 
Hath mock'd me. — I am faint. 


Bel. Those runagates ! 
Means he not ns? I partly know him; 'tis 


Cloten, the son o' the queen. I fear some am- 
: bush. 3 


T saw him not these many years, and yet 


I know *tis he: — We are held as outlaws: — 
Hence. | 


Gui, He is but one: You and my brother 
search 


What companies are near: pray you, away; 
Let me alone with him, | 
R [Exeunt BELARIUs, and Arviracus. 
Clo. Soft! What are you 
That fly me thus? some villain mountaineers ? 
F $* 
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I have heard of such. — What slave art thou? 
Gui. A thing 

More slavish did I ne'er, than answering 

A slave without a knock. 
Clo. Thou art a rubber, 

A law-breaker, a villain; Yield thee, thief. 


Gui. To who 9 thee? What art thou? Have 
not | 
An arm as big as thine? a heart as big? 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger; for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art; 
Why I should yield to thee ? 
Clo. Thou yillain base, 
Know'st me not by my clothes? 


Gui. No, nor thy tailor, rascal, 
Who is thy grandfather; he made those clothes, 
Which, as it seems, make thee. 

Clo. Thou precious varlet, 
My tailor made them not. 


Gui. Hence then, and thank 
The man N gave them thee. Thou art some 
DAE. 
T am loth to beat thee, 
Clo. Thou injurious thief, ; 
Hear but my name, and tremble, 
Gui. What's thy name? 
Clo. Cloten, thou villain. 
* Gui. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name, 
J cannot tremble at it; were it toad, or adder, 
spider, 
"Twould move me sooner. 
Clo. To thy further fear, 
Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know 
I am son to the queen, 
Gui. I am sorry for't; not seeming 
So worthy as thy birth, | 
Clo. Art not afeard 2 


. 
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Gui. Those that I reverence, those I fear; the 
wise: 

At fools T laugh, not fear them. 

Clo. Die the death: | 
When I have slain thee with my proper hand, 
TN follow those that even now fled hence, 
And on the gates of Lud's town set your heads: 
Yield, ee mountaineer. [Exeunt, fighting, 


Enter BxLAnlus, and AnvinaGus. 


Bel. No company's abroad. 
Arv. None in the world: You did mistake him, 
sure. 
Bel. T cannot tell: Long is it since I saw bim, 
But time hath nothing blurr'd those lines of 
favour | 
Which then he wore; the snatches in his voice, 
And burst of speaking, were as his: I am, abso- 
lute, 
"Twas very Cloten. 
Aru. In this place we left them: 
] wish my brother make good time with bim, 
You say be is so fell _ 
Bel. Being scarce made up, 
I mean, to man, he had not apprehension 
Of roaring terrors; for defect of judgment ; 
Is oft the cure of fear: But see, thy brother. 


Re-enter Guivenivs, with Cloten's Head. 


Gui, This Cloten was a fool; an empty purse, 
There Was no money in't: not Hercules | 
Could haye knock'd out his. brains, for he had 
none: i 
Vet IJ not doing this, the fool had born 
My head, as I do his. | ; 
Let. What hast thou done? 


'E ca 


” 
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Gui. T am perfect, what: cut off one Cloten's 
25 head, 
Son to the queen, after his own report; 
Who call'd me traitor, mountaineer; and swore, 
With his own single hand he'd take us in, 
Displace our heads, where, thanks to the gods, 
they grow, | | | 
And set them on Lud's town. 
Bel. We are all undone, | 
Gui. W worthy father, what have we to 
| 03e, | 
But, that he swore ta take, our lives? The law 
Protects not us; Then why should we be tender, 
To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us: 
Play judge, and executioner, all hintself; 


For we do fear the law ? What company 
Discover you abroad? 


Bel. No single soul 
Can we set eye on, but, in all safe reason, 
He must have some attendants. Though his 
humour | 
Was nothing but mutation; ay, and that 
From one bad thing to worse;, not frenzy, not 
Absolute maduneſs could so far have rav'd, , 
To bring him here alone: Although, perhaps, 
It may be heard at court, that such as we 
Cave here, hunt here, are out-laws, and in time 


May make some stronger head; the which he 
| bearing, 


(As it is like him,) might break out, and swear 


He'd fetch us in; yet is't not probable 

To come alone, either he so undertaking, 

Or they so suffering: then on good ground we 
. ſoar, | 

Tf we do fear this body hath a tail 

More perilous than the lad, 
Arb. Let ordinance 

Come as the gods foresay it: howsoe'er, 
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My brother bath done well. | 
Bel. J had no mind | 
To hunt this day: the boy Fidele's sickneſs 
Did make my way long» forth. | 
Gui. With his own sword, 
Which he did wave against my throat, I have 
ta en i 
His head from him: Il throw it into the creek 
Behind our rock; und let it to the sea, 
And tell the fishes, he's the queen's son, Cloten: 
That's all T reck. [ Exit, 
Bel. I fear, 'twill be reveng'd: | 
Would, Polydore, thou hadst not done't! though 
valour ; 
Becomes thee well enough. 
Arv. Would J had done't, | 
So the revenge alone pursued me! — Polydore, 
I love thee brotherly; but envy much, 
Thou hast rohb'd. me of this deed; I would, re- 
venges, 
That possible strength might meet, would seek 
us through, 
And put us to our answer. 
Bel. Well, 'tis done; — 
We'll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger 
Where there's no profit. I pr'ythee, to our rock; 
You and Fidele play the cooks:'T'l stay 
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 
Arv. Poor sick Fidele! 
III willingly to him: To gain his colour, 
I'd let a parish of such Clotens blood, 
And praise myself for charity. [ Exit, 
Bel. O thou goddeſs, | 
Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou hlazon'st 
In these two princely boys! They are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet, 
Not wagging his sweet head; and yet as rough, 
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Their royal blood enchaf'd, as the rudest wind, 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 
And make him stoop to the vale. Tis wonder, 
That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty uniearn'd; honour untaught; 
Civility not seen from other; valour, 

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sow'd! Yet still it's strange, 
What Cloten's being here to us porteuds 

Or what his death will bring us, 


Na GUID ERNTUsãSO. 


Gui. Where's my brother? 
T bave sent Cloten's clot-poll down the stream, 
In embassy to his mother; his body's hostage 


For bis return. [Solemn musick. 
Bel. My ingenious instrument! 


Hark, Polydore, it sounds! But what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to pive it motion? Hark! 
Gui. Is he at 3 
Bel. He went hence even now. 
Gui. What does he mean? since death of my 
dearest mother 
Tt did not speak before. All solemn things 
Should answer solema accidents. The matter? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys, 


Is jollity for apes, and grief for dyn. 
Is Cadwal mad? 


Re-enter Anvinacus, bearing ImoGex as dead, in 
his arms. 


Bel. Look, here hs comes, 
And brings the dire occasion in his arms, 
Of what we blame him for! 

Arv. The bird is dead, | | 
That we have made so much on. I had rather 
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Have skipp'd from sixteen years of age to sixty, 


To have turn'd my leaping time into a crutch, 
Than have seen this. 


Gui. O sweetest, fairest lily! 

My brother wears thee not the one half so well, 

As when thou grew'st thyself. 

Bel. O, melancholy ! 

Who ever yet could GE thy bottom ? find 

The o0ze, to shew what coast thy sluggish crare 
Might easiliest Sarvour in? — Thou blessed 

| thing! 

Jove knows whe, man thou * st have made; 

but 

Theu dy'dst, a most rare boy, of melancholy! — 

How found you him? 

Arv. Stark, as you see: 

Thus smilin „as some {ly had tickled slumber, 

Not as death's dart, being * at: his right 

f check 


: Reposing on a cushion, 
Gui. Where? 
Arv. O' the floor; 
His arms thus leagu'd: I thought, he slept; and 
ut 
My clouted brogues from off my feet, ho 
rudeneſs 
Answer'd my steps too loud. 
Eni. Why, he but sleeps: 
If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed; 
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted, 
And worms will not come to thee. 
 Arv, With fairest flowers, 
Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele. 
III sweeten thy sad grave: Thou sbalt not lack 
The e that's like thy face, pale primrosez 
nor 
The azur'd hare-bell, like thy veins; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander, 
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Out-sweeten 'd not thy breath; the ruddock 
| would, 
With charitable hill (O bill, sore-shaming 
Those rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument!) bring thee all this; 
Yea, and furr'd mols besides, when lowers are 
none, 
To winter-grounfl thy corse. 
Gui. Pr'ythee, have done; | 
And do not play in wench-like words with that 
Which is so serions. Let us bury him, 
And not protract with admiration what 
Is not due debt. — To the grave. 
Ard. Say, where shall's lay him? 
Gui. By good Euriphile, our mother. 
Aru. Be't so: 
And let us, Polydore, though now our voices 
Have got the mannish crack, sing. him to the 
| gro- ind, 0 
As once our mother; use like note, _ words, 
Save that Euriphile must be Fidele. 
Gui. Cadwal, 
T cannot sing: III weep, and word it with POE 
For notes of sorrow, out of tune, are Worse 
Than priests and fanes that lie. 
Arv, We'll speak it then, 
Bel. Greet griefs, I see, medicine the leſs; for 
Gloten a | 
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's son, boys; 
And, though he came our enemy, remember, 
He was paid for that: Though mean and mighty, 
rotting 
Together, have one dust; yet reverence, 
(That angel of the world,) doth make distinction 
Of place "tween high and low. Our foe was 
princely ; 
And though you took his life, as ug our foe, 
Yet bury him as @ prince, 
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Gui. Pray yon, fetch him hither, 
Thersites' body is as good as Ajax, 
When neither are alive. 
Arv. If you'll go fetch him, | 
We'll say our song the whilst, — Brother, begin 
[ Exit Belarius, 
Gui, Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to 
: the east; | 
My fatber hath a reason for't. 
Arv. Tis true, * 
Cui. Come on then, and remove him. 
Arv, So, — Begin, 


e 
Gui. Fear no more tlie heat o' the zun, 
Nor the furious winter's rages; 
Thou thy wordly tas hast done, 
Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages : 


Golden lads and girls all must, 
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 


Arv. Fear no more the frown o the great, 
Thou art past «the tyrant's stroke 
Care no more to clothe, and eat ; 
To thee the reed is as the oak; 
The scepter, learning, physick, must 
All follow this, and come to dust, 
Gui. Fear. no more the lightning-flash, 
Arv. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone 
Gui. Fear not'slander,  censure rach; 
Arv. Thou hast finich'd joy and moan : 
Both. All lovers young, all lovers must 
_ Consign to thee, and come to dust. 


Gui. No exorciser harm thee! 
Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee! 
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Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee! 
Arv. Nothing ill come near thee!. 
Both. Quiet consummation have 
And renowned be thy grave! 


. 


Re-enter BeLArrvs, with the body of Cloten. 


Gui. We have done our obsequies: Come, lay 
him down. | 
Bel. Here's a few flowers; but about midnight, 


more: 
The herbs, that have on them cold dew o' the 
night, 
Are strewings fitt'st for graves. — Upon their 
' "faces : — 


You were as flowers, now wither'd: even $0 
These herb'lets shall, Which we upon you 
8 tO W. — 
Come on, away: apart upon our knees. 
The ground, that gave them first, has them again: : 
Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain. 
[Exeunt BEL. Gur. and Any, 


Imo. [awaking.] Yes, sir, to Milford- Haven; "bis 


Which is the-way ? — 

1 thank you. — By yon bush? — Pray, how far 
thither? 

Ods pittikins! — can it be six miles yet? — 

I have gone all night: — Faith, FI lie down 


and sleep. 
But, soft! no bedfellow : — O, gods and god- 
desses! . [Seeing the body. 


These flowers are like the pleasures of the world; 

This bloody man, the care on't. — I hope, I 
dream; 

For, so, 1 thought I was a cave-keeper, 

And cook to honest creatures: But 'tis not 80; 

Twas but a bolt of nothing, Shot at nothing, 


* 
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Which the brain makes of fumes: Our very eyes 

Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good 
faith, | 

T tremble $till with fear: But if there be 

Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity 

As a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it! 

The dream's here $till;: even when I wake, it is 

Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, felt. 

A headleſs man! — The garments of Posthumus ! 

I know the shape of his na this is his hand; 

His foot Mercurial; his Martial thigh; 

The brawns of Hercules: but his Jovial face — 

Murder in heaveu? — How? — Tis gone. — 
Pisanio, | a 

All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee! Thou, 

Conspir'd with that irregulous devil, Cloten, 

Hast here cut off my lord, — To write, and read, 

Be henceforth treacherous! — Damn'd Pisanio 

Hath with his forged letters, — damn'd Pisanio — 

From this most bravest vessel of the world 

Struck the main-top! — O, Posthumus! alas, 

Where is, thy head? where's that? Ah me! 
where's that? | 

Pisanio might have kill'd thee at the heart, 

And left this head on. — How $hould this be? 
Pisanio ? 

"Tis he, and Cloten: malice and lucre in them 

Have lay'd this woe here. O, 'tis pregnant, 

pregnant! | 

The drug he gave me, which, he said, was pre- 
cious 5 

And cordial to me, have IT not found it 

Murd'rous to the senses? That confirms it home: 

This is Pisanio's deed, and Cloten's: O! — 

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood, 

That we the horrider may seem to those 


Which chance to find us: O, my lord! my lord! 


— 
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Enter Lucius, a Captain, and other Officers, and 
| a Soothsayer. 


Cop. To them, the legions garrison'd in Gallia, 
After your will, have croſs'd the sea; attending 
You here at Milford-Haven, with you rsbips: 
They are here in readinels, 

Luc. But what from Rome? 

Cap. The senate hath s8tirr'd up the confiners, 
And gentlemen of Italy; most willing spirits, 
That prowise noble service: and they come 
Under the conduct of bold Tachimo, 

Syenna's brother. | 

Luc. When expect you them? 

Cap. With the next benefit o' the wind, 

Luc. This forwardneſs | 
Makes our hopes fair. Cominand, our present 


numbers 

Be muster'd; bid the captains look to't. — Now, 

i SIT, N 

What have you dream'd, of late, of this War's 

. purpose? 
Sooth. Last night the very gods shew'd me a 

vision: 7 

(I fast, and pray'd, for 'their intelligence,) 

us: — 


I saw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, wing'd 
From the spungy south to this part of the West, 
There vanish'd in the sun- beams: which por- 
ER tends, 
(Unleſs my sins abuse my divination,) ' 
Succels to the Roman host. 
Luc. Dream often so, | 
And never fales — Soft, ho! what trunk is 
| ere, | 
Without his top? The ruin speaks, that some- 
time | ls 
It was a wotthy building. — How! a page! — 
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Or dead, or sleeping on him ?' But dead, rather: 
For nature «oth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or Sleep upon the dead, — 
Let's see the boy's. face. 
Cap. He-is alive, my lord. 
Luc. He'll then instruct us of this body. — 
Young one, : 
Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it Seems, 
They crave to be demanded: Who is this, 
Thou mak'st thy bloody pillow? Or who was 
he, 
That, otherwiss than noble nature did, 
Hath alter'd that good picture? What's thy in- 
terest 


Tn this sad wreck? How came it? Who i is it? 
What art thou ? 


Imo. I am nothing? or if not, 
Nothing to be were better. This was my maothe, 
A very valiant Briton, and a good, 
That here by mountaineers lies slain: — Alas! 
There are no more such masters: I may wander 
From east to occident, cry out for Service, 


Try many, all good, serve truly, never 
Find such another master. 


Luc. Lack, good youth: 
Thou mov'st no leſs with thy complaining, than 


* master in bleeding: Say his name, good 
friend, : 


Imo. Richard du Champ. If T do lie, and do 


* 


No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope 


[Aside, 
They'll pardon it. Say you, sir? 


Luc. Thy name? 
Imo. Fidele, sir. 


Luc. Thou dost approve thyself the very came, 
Thy name well fits thy faith; thy faith, thy 


name. 
Wilt take thy chance with me? I will not say, 
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Thou sbalt be so well master'd; but, be sure, 

No leſs belov'd. The Roman emperor's letters, 

Sent by a consul to me, should not soaner 

Than thine own worth prefer thee: Go with me. 
Imo. I'll follow, sir. But, first, an't please the 

ods, 

T1 hide my 3 from the flies, as deep 

As these poor pick-axes can dig: and when 

With wild wood-leaves aud weeds I have strew'd 

| his grave, a | 
And on it said a century of prayers, 


Such as I can, twice o'er, Ill weep, and Sigh; 


And, leaving so his service, follow you, 
So please you entertain me. 

Luc. Ay, good youth; 
And rather father thee, than master thee. — My 

friends, 

The boy hath taught us manly duties : Let us 
Find out the prettiest daizy'd plot we can, 
And make him with our pikes and partizans | 
A grave: Come, arm him. — Boy, he is preferr'd 
By thee to us; and he shall be interr'd, 
As soldiers can. Be cheerful; wipe thine eyes: 
Some falls are means the happier to arise. Rp 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


A Room in Cymbeline's Palace, 
Enter CrMBELINE, Lords, and PisAN10. 


Cym. Again; and bring me word, how 'tis with 
her. | 


A fever with the e of 8 son; 


A madnels, of which her life's in danger; — 
Heavens, N 


Hor 
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low deeply you at once do touch me! Imogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone: my queen 
Upon a desperate bed; and in a time 
When fearful wars point at me; her son gone, 
So needful for this preseut: It strikes me, past 
The hope of comfort. — But for thee, fellow, 
Who needs must know of her departure, and 
Dost seem so ignorant, we'll enforce it from thee 
By a sharp torture. 
Pis. Sir, my life is yours, 
I humbly set it at your will: But, for my 
mistrels, 
I nothing know where she remains, why gone, 
Nor when she purposes return. *Beseech your 
highnets, 
Hold me your loyal seryant. 
1. Lord. Good my liege, 
The day that she was missing, he was here: 
T dare be bound he's true, and sball perform 
All parts of his 8ubjection loyally. For Cloten, — 
There wants no diligence in seeking him, 
And will, no doubt, be found. 
Cym. The time is troublesome 
We'll s]ip' you for a season; but our jealousy 
(to Pisanio. 
Does yet depend, 
1. Lord. So please your majesty, 
The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your coast; with a supply 
Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent. 
Cym, Now for the counsel of my son, and 
neen! — | 
I am amaz'd with matter. 
1. Lord, Good my liege, 
Your preparation can affront no leſs 
Than what you hear of: come more, for more 
you're ready: 
The want is, but to put those powers in motion, 
Vol. VII. G 
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Ibat long to move. 

Cym, I thank you: Let's withdraw; 
And meet the time, as it seeks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us; but 
We grieve at chances here. — Away. [Exeunt. 


Pis. I heard no letter from my master, since 
I wrote him, Imogen was slain: Tis strange: 
Nor hear I from my mistreſs, who did promise 
To yield me often tidings: Neither know I 
What is betid to Cloten; but remain 
Perplex'd in all. The heavens still must work: 
Wherein I am false, I am honest; not true, to be 

true. 
These present wars shall find Tlove my country, 
Even to the note o' the king, or I'M fall in them. 
All other doubts, by time let them be clear'd: 
Fortune brings in some boats, that are not steer'd. 
Exit. 


SCE NE IV. 


Before the Cave. 


Enter BeLAnius, GuinDErivs, and ARVIRAGUS. 


Gui. The noise is round about us. 

Bel. Let us from it. 

Arv. What pleasure, sir, find we in life, to- 

| lock it 

w=rom action and adventure? 

Gui. Nay, what bope 
Have we 1a hiding us? this way, the Romans 
Must or for Britons slay us; or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts 
During their use, and slay us after. 

Bel. Sons, 


We'll higher to the mountains; there secure us. 
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To the king's party there's no going: newnels 
Of Cloten's death (we being not known, not 
muster'd 
Among the bands) may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv'd; and 80 extort from us that 
Which we have done, whose answer would be 
death 
Drawn on with torture. 
Gui. This is, sir, a doubt, 
In such a time, nothing becoming you, 
Nor satisfying us. 
Arv. It is not likely, 
That when they hear the Roman horses neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd fires, have both their eyes 
And ears so cloy'd importantly as now, 
That they will waste their time upon our note, 
To know from whence we are. 
Bel. O, I am known 
Of many in the army: many years, 
Though Cloten then but young, you see, not 
| wore him 
From my remembrance. And, besides, the king 
Hath not deserv'd my service, nor your loves; 
Who find in my exile the want of breeding, 
The certainty of this hard life; aye hopelels 
To have the courtesy your cradle promis'd, 
But to be $till hot 8ummer's tanlings, and 
The shrinking slaves of winter. 
Gui. Than be so, 
Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the army : 
I and my brother are not known; yourself, 
So out of thought, aud thereto so o'er-grown, 
Canuot be question'd. 
Arv. By this eun that sbines, 
Ti] thither : What thing is it, that I never 
Did see man die? scarce ever look'd on blood, 
But that of coward hares, hot goats, aud yeni. 
son? 


G 2 


"IX — * 4 aw 
5 — ha, 4 —_ 
* — * 06 > W 1 "= 2 * — — 
r Kg. = G 
g — a a 


n 


_— 


— 
2 OE ET TS 


— ä 


CTMB ELIN E. 


100 


Never bestrid a horse, save one, that had 
A rider like myself, who ne'er wore rowel 
Nor iron on his beel? I am asham'd 
To look upon the holy sun, to have 
The benefit of his blest beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 
Gui. By heavens, Tl go: 
If you will bleſs me, sir, and give me leave, 
I'll take the better care; but if you will not, 
The bazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The hands of Romans ! - 
Arv. So say I; Amen. 
Bel. No reason J, since of your lives you set 
So slight a valuation, should reserve 
My crack'd one to more care, Have with you, 
boys: 
If in your Bk wars you chance to die, 
That is my bed too, lads, and there T1] lie: 
Lead, lead. — The time seems long; their blood 


thinks scorn, [Aside. 
Till it fly out, and shew them princes born. 
[ Exeunt, 


ACT V. 8 ENNE I. 


A field, between the British and Roman Camps. 
Enter Posxnustus, with a bloody handkerchief. 


Post. Yea, bloody cloth, I'Il keep tbee; for I 
wish'd 

Thou should'st be colour'd thus. Lou married 

ones, 
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If each of you would take this course, how many 

Must murder wives much better than themselves, 

For wiying but a little? — O, Pisanio ! 

ILLvery good servant does not all commands : 

No bond, but to do just ones. — Gods! if yon 

Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I 

never 

Had liv'd to put on this: so had you saved 

The noble Imogen to repent; and struck 

Me, wretch, more worth your vengeauce. Put, 
alack, | 

You snatch some bence for little faults; that's 
love, 

To have them fall no more: you some permit 

To second ills with ills, each elder worse; | 

And make them dread it, to the doer's thrift. 

But Imogen is your own; Do your best wills, 

And make me blest to obey! — I am brought 
hither 

Among the Italian gentry, and to fight 

Against my lady's kingdom: *Tis enough 

That, Britain, IT have kill'd thy mistrels; peace! 

1'll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good 
heavens, 

Hear patiently my purpose: I'll disrobe me 

Of tliese Italian weeds, and suit myself 

As does a Briton peasant: so VII fight 

Against the part I come with; 80 Lil die 

For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life 

Js, every breath, a death: and thus, unknown, 

Piry'd nor hated, to the face of peril 

Mysclf II dedicate. Let me make men know 

More valour in me than my; habits show. 

Gods, put the strength o' the Leonati in me! 

To shame the guise o' the world, I will begin 

The fashion, lels without, and more within. 

[Exit 
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The same. 


Enter at one side, Lucius, Tacnimo, and the Roman 
army ; at the other side, the British army; Leonatus 
Posthumus fo!lowing it, like a poor Soldier. They 
march over, and go out, Alarums, "Then enter again, 
in skirmich, Tacurtmo and Posrnhu uus: he van- 


quisheth and disarmeth Tacuimo, and then leaves 
him, 


Jach. The heavineſs, and guilt, within my 
bosom 
Takes off my manhood: I have bely'd a lady, 
The princels of this country, and the air on't 
Revengingly enfeebles me; Or could this car], 
A very drudge of nature's, have subdu'd me, 
In my profession? Knighthoods and honours, 
borne 
As I wear mane, are titles but of scorn. 
Jf that thy gentry, Britain, go before 
This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds 
Is, that we scarce are men, and you are gods, 
[Exit. 


1 —— 


The battle continues; the Britons fly; CX TEIXR 
is taken; then enter, to his rescue, BELARIUS, 
GuiDgrivs, and ARVIRAGUS. 
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Bel. Stand, stand! We have the advantage of 
the ground; 
The laue is guarded: nothing routs us, but 
The villainy of our fears. 
Gui. Arv. Stand, stand, and fight! 
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Enter PosTnumvs, and Seconds the Britons: Thev 

rescue CYMELINE, and exeunt. Then, enter 
Lucius, IAchtuo, and IuodEx. 


Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and save 
thyself: 


For friends kill friends, and the disorder's such 
As war were hood-wink'd. 
Jack. *Tis their fresh supplies. 


Luc. It is a day turn'd strangely: Or betimes 
Let's re-enforce, or lly. [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Anotlier part of the Field. 
Enter Posruumus, and a British Lord. 


Lord. Cam'st thou from, where they made the 
s tand? 
Past. I did: 


Though you, it seems, come from the fliers. 
Lord. I did. 


Post. No blame be to you, sir; for all was lost, 
But that the heavens fought: The king himself 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken, 

And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying 

Through a strait lane; the enemy full-hearted, 

Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having 
work | 

More plentifu! than tools to do't, struck down 

Some —_— some slightly touch'd, some fal 
in 

Nierely through fear; that the strait paſs was 

| damm'd | 


With dead men, hurt bebind, and cowards livin 
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To die with lengthen'd shame. 
Lord. Where was this lane? 
Post. Close by the battle, ditch'd, and wall'd 

with turf; 

Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier, — 

An honest one, I warrant; who deserv'd 

So long a breeding, as his white beard came to, 

In doing this for his country ; — athwart the lane, 

He, with two striplings, (lads more like to run 

The country base, than to commit such sJaughter 

With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer 

Thau those for preservation cas'd, or shame, 

Made good the passage; cry'd to those that fled, 

Our Britain's harts die flying, not our men: 

To darkneſs jleet, souls that fly backwards. Stand; 

Or we are Romans, and wil give you that 

Like beausts, which you ,n beastly; and may 
SALE, 

But to look back in frown: stand, stand. — These 
three, | 

Three thousand confident, in act as many, 

(For three performers are the file, when all 

The rest do nothing,) with this word, stand, 
Stand, | 

Accommodated by the place, more charming 

With their own nobleueſs, (which could have 
turn'd | F 

A distaff to a lance,) gilded pale looks, 

Part, shame, part, spirit renew'd; that some, turn'd 
coward 

But by example (O, a sin in war, 

Damn'd in the first beginners !) 'gan to look 

The way that they did, aud to grin like lions 

Upon the pikes o' the hunters. Then began 

A stop i' the chaser, a retire; anon, 

A rout, confusion thick: Forthwith, they fly 

Chickens, the way which they stoop'd eagles; 
Slaves, 
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The 5trides they victors made: And now our 
cowards, 
(Like fragments in hard voyages, became 
The life o' the ueed;) having found the back- 
| door open 
Of the unguarded hearts, Heavens, how they 
wound ! 
Some, slain before; some, dying; some, their 
friends 
O'er-borne i' the former wave: ten, chac'd by 
one, 
Are now each one the Slaughter-man of twenty: 
Those, that would die or ere resist, are grown 
The mortal bugs o' the field. 
Lord. This was stange chance: 
A narrow lane! an old man, and two boys! 
Post. Nay, do not wonder at it: You are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 
Than to work any. Will you rhime upor't, 
And vent it for a mockery? Here is one: 
Two boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane, 
Preserv'd the Britons, was the Romans bane. 
Lord. Nay, be not angry, sir. 
Post. *Lack, to what "nd ? | 
Who dares not stand his foe, Pl be bis friend: 
For if be'll do, as he is made to do, 


I know, he'll quickly ly my friendship too. 
You have put me into rhime. 


Lord. Farewel; you are angry. [Exit, 
Post. Stall going? — This is a lord! O noble 
misery! 


To be Y the field, and ask, what news, of me! 

To-day, how many would have given their ho- 
nours 

To have sav'd their carcasses ? took heel to do't, 

And yet died too? I, in mine own woe charm'd,, 


Could not find death, where 1 did hear kin 
groan 
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Nor feel him, where he struck: Being an ugly 
monster, | 

"Tis strange, 2 hides him in fresh cups, soft 

eds, 

Sweet words; or hath more ministers than we 

That draw bis kuives i' the war, — Well, I 
will find him: 

For, being now a ſavourer to the Roman, 

No more a Briton, I have resum'd again 

The part I came in: Fight I will no more, 

But yield me to the veriest hind, that sball 


Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter 
is 


Here made by the Roman; great the answer be 
Britons must take: For me, my fiausom's death; 
On either side I come to spend my breath; 
Which neither here III keep, nor bear again, 
But end it by some means for Imogen, 


Enter two British Captains, and Soldiers. 


1. Cap. Great Jupiter be prais'd! Lucius is 


taken: 
'Tis thought, the old man and his sons were 
angels, 
2. Cap. There was a fourth man, in a silly 
* 3 


That gave the affront with them. 


1. Cap. So is reported: | 
But none of ibem can be found. — Stand! 
Who's there? 
Post. A Roman; ; 
Who had not now been drooping here, if se- 
conds 
Had answer'd him. 


2, Cap. Lay hands on bim; A dog! 
A leg of Rome shall not return to tel] \ 


\ 


What crows have peck'd them here: He brags 
his service 


As if he were of note; bring him to the king. 


Euter CymBer.ing, attended; BrLanrvs, Guipe- 
ns, ARviracus, Pisaxio, and Roman cap. 
tives. The Captains present Posthumus to Cym- 


beline, who delivers him over to @ Gaoler; after 
which, all go out, 


SCENE Iv. 


A Prison, 
Enter Posrnuuus, and two Gaolers. 


I. Gaol. You sball not now be stolen, you 
have locks upon you; 
So, graze, as you lind pasture, 
2. Gaol. Ay, or a stomach. [Exeunt Gaolers. 
Post. Most welcome, bondage! for thou art a 
way, 
I think, to liberty: Yet am I better 
Than one that's sick o' the gout; since be had 
rather Ns 
Groan 80 in perpetuity, than be cur'd 
By the sure physician, death; who is the key 
To unbar these locks. My conscience! thou art 
fetter d 
More than my shanks, and wrists: You good 
gods, give me 
The penitent instrument, to pick that bolt, 
Then, free for ever! Is't enough, I am sorry? 
So children temporal fathers do appease: 
Gods are more full of mercy, Must I repent? 
T cannot do it better than in gyves, 
Desir'd, more than constrain'd: to satisfy, 


108 CTYMB ELIN E. 


If of my freedom 'tis the main part, take 

No stricter render of me, than my all. 

] know, you are more clement than vile men, 

Who of their broken debtors take a third, 

A $ixth, a tenth, letting them thfive again 

On their abatement; that's not my desire: 

For Imogen's dear life, take mine; and though 

"Tis not so dear, vet 'tis a life; you coin'd it: 

"Tween man and man, they weigh not every 
stamp; 

Though light, take pieces for the ſigure's sake; 

You rather mine, being yours: And so, great 
owers, 

If vou will take this audit, take this life, 

And cancel these cold bonds. O Imogen! 


Il] speak to thee in silence. [ He sleeps. 


Solemn musick. Enter, as in an apparition, Sici- 
lins Leonatus, father to Posthumus, an old man, 
atiired like a warrior ; leading in his hand an an- 
cient inatron, his un e, and mother to Posthu- 
mus, with muck before them. Then, after other 
musick, follow the two young Leonati, brothers 
to Posthnmus, with wounds as they died in the 


wars, They circle Posthumus round, as he lies 
Sleeping. 


Sici. No more, thou thnnder-master, shew 
Thy spite on mortal flies: 
With Mars fall out, with Juno chide, 
That thy adulteries 
dates, and revenges. 
Iath my poor boy done ought but well, 
Whose face I never saw? 
I dy'd, whilst in the womb he stay'd, 
Attending Nature's law. 
Whose father then (as men report, 
Thou orpban's father art,) 
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Thou should'st have been, and shielded bim 


From this earth-vexing smart. 
Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid, 
But took me in my throes; 
That from me was Posthumus ript, 
Came crying 'mongst his foes. 
A thing of pity! 
Sici. Great nature, like his ancestry, 
| Moulded the stuff so fair, 
That he deserv'd the praise o' the world, 
As great Sicilius' heir. 
1. Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
In Britain where was he 
That could stand up his parallel; 
Or fruitful object be 
In eye of Imogen, that best 
Could deem his dignity ? | 
Moth. With marriage wherefore was be 
mock'd, 
To be exil'd, aud thrown 
From Leonati' seat, and cast 
From her his dearest one, 
Sweet Imogen? 
Sici. Why did you suffer Tachimo, 
Slight thing of Italy, 
To taint his nobler heart and brain 
With needlels jealousy; 
And to become the geck and scorn 
O' the other's villainy? _ 
2. Bro. For this, from stiller seats we came, 
Our parents, and us twain, 
That, striking in our country's cause, 
Fell bravely, and were slain; 
Our fealty, and Tenantins' right, 
With honour to maintain. | 
I. Bro. Like bardiment Posthumus hath 
To Cymbeline perform'd: 
Then, Jupiter, thou king of gods, 
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Why hast thou thus adjourn'd 
The gtaces for his merits due; 
B-ing all to dolours turn'd ? 
Sici. Thy crystal window ope; look out; 
No longer exercise, 
Upon a valiant race, thy harsh 
And potent injuries: 
Moth. Since, Jupiter, our son is good, 
Take off his miseries. 
Sici, Peep through thy marble mansion; help! 
Or we poor ghosts will cry 
To the sbining synod of the rest, 
Against thy deity. 
2, Bro. Help, Jupiter; or we appeal, 
Aud from thy justice fly. 


Joyirer descends in thunder and lightning, sitting 


upon an eagle: he throws a thunder-bolt. The 
ghosts fall on their knees. 


Jup. No more, you petty spirits of region low, 

Offend our heating; hush! — How dare you 
ghosts, 

Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt you know, 
Sky-planted, batters ail rebelling coasts ? 

Poor shadows of Elysium, hence; and rest 
Upon your never-withering banks of flowers: 

Be not with mortal accidents opprest; 

No care of yours it is; you know, 'tis ours. 
Whom: best I love, LI croſs; to make my pift, 
The more delay'd, delighted, Be content; 

Your low-laid son our godhead will uplift; 
His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent. 
Our Jovial star reign'd at his birth, and in 
Our temple was he married, — Rise, and 
fade! — 
He shall be lord of lady Imogen, 
And happier much by his affliction made. 
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This tablet lay upon bis breast; wherein 
Our pleasure his full fortune doth confine; 
And so away: no farther with your din 
I'xpreſs impatience, lest you stir up mine, -- 
Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline. 
[ Ascents, 
Sici. He came in thunder; his celestial breath 
Was sulphurous to smell: the holy eagle 
Stoop'd, as to foot us: his agcension is 
More sweet than our blest fields: his royal 
bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak, 
As when his god is pleas'd. 
All. Thanks, Jupiter ! 
Sict, The marble pavement closes, he is en- 
ter'd 
His radiant roof: — Away! and, to he blest, 
Let us with care perform his great behest. 


[Costs vanish. 


Post. ſwaking.] Sleep, thou hast been a grand- 

sire, and hegot 

A father to me: and thou hast created 

A mother, and two brothers: But (O scorn!) 

Gone! they went hence 80 soon as they were. 
born, 

And so I am awake. — Poor wretches, that de- 
peud 

On greatnelſs' favour, dream as I have done; 

Wake, and find nothing. — But, alas, I swerve: 

Many dream not to find, neither deserve, 

And yet are steep'd in favours; so am J, 

That have this golden chance, and know not 
why. 

What fairies haunt this ground? A book? O, 

rare one! 
Be not, as is our fangled world, a garment 
Nobler than that it covers: let thy effects 
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So follow, to be most unlike our caurtiers, 
As good as promise. ; 


reads.) Nen as a lion's whelp shall, to himself 
unknown, without seeking find, and be embraced 
by a piece of tender air; and when from a state- 
ly cedur hall be lopt branches, which, being dead 
many years, shall after revive, be jointed to the 
old stoch, and freshly grow ; then shall Posthu- 
mus end his miseries, Britain be fortunate, and 
ſlourisſi in peace and plenty. 


*Tis still a dream; or else such stuff as madmen 
Tongue, and brain not: either both, or nothing: 
Or senseleſs speaking, or a speaking such 

As sense cannot untie. Be what it is, 

The action of my life is like it, which 

Fll keep if but for sympathy. 


Re-enter Gaolers. 


Gaol. Come, sir, are you ready for death? 
Post. Over-roasted rather: ready long ago. 


Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir; if you be rea- 
dy for that, you are well cook'd. 


Post. So, if I prove a good repast to the spec- 
tators, the dish pays the shot. 

Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, sir: But the 
comfort is, you shall be call'd to no more pay- 
ments, fear no more tavern bills; which are often 
the sadnels of parting, as the procuring of mirth: 
you come in faint for want of meat, depart reel- 
ing with too much drink; sorry that you have 
paid too much, and sorry that you are paid too 
much; purse and brain both empty: tbe brain 
the heavier, for being too light, the purse too 
light being drawn of heavinels: O! of this con- 
tradiction you shall now be quit. — O, the chari- 
ty of a penny cord! it sums up thousands in a 

trice: 
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trice: you have no true debitor and creditor but 
itz of what's past, is, and to come, the discharge: 
— Your neck, sir, is pen, book, and counters; 80 
the acquittance follows, 

Post. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live. 

Gaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the 
tooth-ach: But a man that were to sleep your 
sleep, and a hangman to help him to bed, 1 think, 
he would change places with his officer: for, look 
you, sir, you know not which way you shall 

o. 
« Post. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow. 

Gaol. Your death has eyes in's head then; T 
have not seen him so pictured: you must either 
be directed by some that take upon them to know: 
or take upon yourself that, which I am sure you 
do not know; or jump the after-enquiry on your 
own peril: and how you shall speed in your 


journey's end, I think, you'll never return to tell 
one. 


Post. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want 


eyes, to direct them the way I am going, but such 
as wink, and will not use them. 

Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a man 
should have the best use of eyes, to see the way 


of blindneſs! I am sure, hanging's the way of 
winking. 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mes. Knock off his manacles; bring your pri 
soner to the king. 


Post. Thou bring'st good news; — I am call'd 
to be made free. 


Gaol. VI. be bang'd then. 


Post. Thou sbalt be then freer than a gaoler; 
no bolts for the dead. 


 L[Exeunt PogTuvnvs, and Messenger. 
Vol. VII. a H 
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| | Gaol. Unleſs a man would marry a pallows, and 
188 beget young gibbets, I never saw one $80 prone. 
Yet, on my conscience, there are yerier knaves 

desire to live, for all he be a Roman: and there 

be some of tbem too, that die sgainst their wills; 

3 $0 sbould I, if | were one. I would we were all 
of one mind, and one mind good; O, there were 
desolation of gaolers, and pallowses! I speak 
against my present profit; but my wish bath a 
preferment in't. [ Exit, 
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85 1 
[| 
| 1 Cymbeline's Tent. 
1 | 
. Enter CxmrerTiye, BrrAnlius, Gurprntus, Anxvin Aus, 
3 PIs AN o, Lords, Officers, and Attendants, © 
\ : | ; 


| Cym. Stand by my side, you, whom the gods 
'S | have made ; 
Preservers of my thione. Woe is my heart; 


s > * 8 
== —_ 
— — 4 5 
, 
— oO +=, - 
1 


1 
—B 
- 
— PR 


if That the poor soldier, that so richly fought, 
$4 Wbose , rags sham'd gilded arms, whose naked 
| ! F breast g | 
1 Stept before targe of proof, cannot be found: 
vi Ile shall be happy that can find him, if 

1 Our grace can make him 80. 

"| Bel. I never 8aw | 

1 Such noble fury in so poor a thing; 


2 d — — 


Such precious deeds in one that promis'd nought 
But beggary and poor looks, x 
Cym. No tidings of him? 
Pis, He hath been $earch'd among the dead 
f and living, 
But no trace of him. 
Cym. To my grief, I am 
The heir of his reward; which I will add 
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To you, the Jiver, heart, and brain of Britain, 
[To Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus, 
By whom, I grant, she lives: Tis now the 
n 

To ask of whence you are: — report it. 

Bel. Sir, 1 
In Cambria are we born, and pentlemen: 
Further to boast, were neither true nor modest, 
Unleſs I adi, we are honest. : 

Cym. Bow your knees; 
Arise my knights o' the battle; I create you 
Companions to our person, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates, 


Enter Conxmiivs, and Ladies. 
8 \ 


There's Wan; in these faces: — Why 80 
I sadly 
Greet you our victory? you look like Romans, 
And not o' the court of Britain, 
Cor. Hail, great king! 
To sout your happinels, I must report 
The queen is dead. Yy 
Cym. Whom worse than a physician 
Would this report become? But I consider, 
By medicine hfe' may be prolong'd, yet death 
Will seize the doctor too. — How ended she? 
Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life; 
Which, being cruel to the world concluded 
Most cruel to herself. What she confels'd, 


I will report, so please you: These her women 


Can trip me, if I err; who, with wet cheeks, 
Were present when she finish'd. 

Cym. Pr'ythee, say. 

Cor. First, by confels'd she never loy'd you; 
only 
Affected greatneſs got by you, not you: 


Married your royalty, was wife to your place; : 
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Abhorr'd your person. 


Cym. She alone knew this: "at 
And, but she spoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed. 


Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand 
N to love 
With such integrity, she did confeſs 
Was as a scorpion to her sight; whose life, 
But that ber flight prevented it, she had 
Ta'en off by poison. 


Cym. O moat delicate fiend ! 
Who is't can read a woman? — Ts there more? 


Cor. More, sir, and worse. She did confels, 
| she had 
For you a mortal mineral; which, being took, 
Should by the minute feed on life, and, lin- 
. pg ring, | : | 
By inches waste you: In which time she pur- 
os'd, 
By we weeping, tendance, kissing, to 
O'ercome you with her shew: and in time, 
| (when 
She had fitted you with her craft,) to work 
Her son into the adoption of the crown. 
But failing of her end by his strange absence, 
Grew 8hameleſs-desperaie; open'd, in despight 
Of heaven and men, her purposes; repented 
The evils sbe hatch'd were not effected; so, 
Despairing, dy'd. ; 
Cym. Heard you all this, her women? 
Lady. We did, so please your highneſs. 
Cym. Mine eyes 
Were not in fault, for she was beautiful; 
Mine ears, that heard her flattery; nor my heart, 
That thought her like her seeming; it had been 
vicious, ons 
To have mistrusted her; yet, O my daughter! 
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That it was folly in me, thou may'st say, 
Aud prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all! 


Enter Lvcivs, Tacurno, the Soothsayer, and other 
Roman prisoners, guarded ; PosTuvmvus behind, 
and ION. 


— > wv to ” — = 


Thou com'st not, Cains, now for tribute; that 
The Britons have raz'd out, though with the 


loſs | 
Of many a bold one; Whose kinsmen have made j 
suit, i 
That their good souls may be appeas'd with | 
sJaughter , | | 
Of you their captives, which ourself have grant - | 


ed:* 
So, think of your estate. 
Luc. Consider, sir, the chance. of war: the 
da 
Was yours by wockione} had it gone with us, 
We $should not, when the blood was cold, have 
| threaten'd | 
Our prisoners with the sword. But since the | 
ods | 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call'd ransom, let it come: sufficeth, 
A Roman with a Roman's heart can suffer: 
Augustus lives to think on't: And so much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
T will entreat; My boy, a Briton born, 
Let him be ransom'd: never master had 
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent, 
So tender over his occssions, true, 


So feat, 80 nurse-like: let his virtue join 
With my request, which, Fil make bold, your 
:  hiphnefs 


Cannot deny; be hath done no Briton harm, 


= 


Though he have seiv'd a Roman: save him, sir, 


I love thee more and more; think more and 


What's best to ask. Know'st him thou look'st 


And spare no blood beside. 
Cym; I bave surely seen him; 
His favour is familiar to me: — 
Boy, thou hast look'd thyself into my grace, 


And art mine own, I know not why, nor 
wherefore, 


To say, live, boy: nc'er thank thy master; live: 
And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty, and thy state, Dl! give it; 


Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner, 
The noblest ta'en. - 


Imo. I humbly thank your bighneſs, 
Luc, I do not bid thee beg my life, good 


lad ; 
And yet, I knaw, thou wilt, 
Imo, No, no; alack, 
There's other work in hand; I see a thing 


Bitter ta me as death: your life, good master, 
Must shuffle for itself. 5 : 


Luc, The boy disdains me, 
He leaves me, scorns me: Briefly die their joys, 


That place them on the truth of girls and 
- boys. — | 


Why stands he 50 perplex'd? 
Cym. What would'st thou, boy? 


more 


on? speak, | = 
Wilt have bim live? Is be tby kin? thy friend? 
Imo. He is a Roman; no more kin to me, 


Than 1 to your highneſs; who, being born your 
vassal, ; 
Am something nearer. 


Cym, Wherefore ey'st him 80? 


Imo. FI tell you, sir, in private, if you please 
To give me hearing. - | 


Cym. Ay, with all my heart, 
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And lend my best attention. What's thy name? 
Imo. Fidele, sir. 
Cym. Thou art my good youth, my page; 
I'll be thy master: Walk with me; speak freely. 
[(Cymbeline and Imogen converse apart. 


Bel. Ts not this boy reviv'd from death? 
Arp. One sand another 
Not more resembles; That sweet rosy lad, 
Who dy'd, and was Fidele: — What think you? 
Cui. The same dead thing alive. 
Bel. Peace, peace! see further; he eyes us not; 
forbear; 
Creatures may be alike: were't he, I am sure 
He would have spoke to us. 
Gui. But we saw him dead. 
Bel. Be silent; let's see further. 
Pis. It is my mistreſs: LAside. 
Since she is living, let the time run on, 
To good, or bad. | 
| [Cym. and Imogen come forward. 
Cym. Come, stand thou by our side; 
Make thy demand aloud, — Sir, [to Iach. ] step 
you farth ; | 
Give answer to this boy, and do it freely; 
Or, by aur greatnels, and the grace of it, 
Which is our honour, bitter torture shall 
Winnow the truth from falshood, — On, speak 


to him. 
Imo, My boon is, that this gentleman may 
render < 
Of whom he had this ring. 
Post. What's that to him? [ Aside. 


Cym. That diamond upon your finger, say, 
How came it yours; | | | 
Iach. Thou'lt torture me to leave unspoken 
that - | 
Which, to be spoke, would torture thee. 
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Cym. How! me? 
Jack, T am glad to be constrain'd to utter that 
which 
Torments me to conceal. By villainy 
I got this fing; 'twas Leonatus' jewel: 
Whom thou didst banish; and (which more may 
Trieve thee, | 
As it doth me,) a nobler sir ne'er liy'd | 
Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, 
my lord? 
Cym. All that belongs to this. 
Iach. That paragon, thy daughter, — 
For whom my beart drops blood, and my false 
spirits 
Quail to remember, — Give me leave; J faint. 
Cymb. My daughter! what of her? Renew 
| thy strength: : 
T had rather thou should'st live while nature 
will, | 
Than die ere I hear more: strive, man, and 
speak. 
Tach. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock 
That struck the hour!) it was in Rome, (ac- 
curs'd ; 
The mansion where!) 'twas at a feast, (O, 
: would 
Our viands had been poison'd! or, at least, 
Those which I heav'd to head!) the good Post- 
humus, 
(What sbould I say? he was too good, to be 
Where ill men were; and was the best of all 
Amongst the rar'st of e ones, ) sitting sadly, 
Hearing us praise our loves of Italy 
Far beauty that made barren the swell'd boast 
Of him that best could speak: for feature, lam- 
in a 
The shrine of Venus, or straight-pight Minerva, 
Postures beyond brief nature; for condition, 
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A shop of all the qualities that man 
Loves woman for; besides, thar hook of wiving, 
Fairneſs, wbich strikes the eye: — 


C'ym. I stand on fire: 
Come to the matter. 


Iach. All too soon I shall, 
Unleſs thou would'st grieve quickly. -— This 
Posthumus, 
(Most like a noble lord in love, and one 
That had a royal lover,) took bis hint; 
And, not dispraising whom we prais'd, (therein 
He was as calm as virtue,) be began 
His mistreſs' picture ; which by bis tongue being 
made, . 
And then a mind put in't, either our brags 
Were crack'd of kitchen trulls, or his descrip- 
tion 
Prov'd us unspeaking sots. 
Cym. Nay, nay, to the purpose. 
Iach. Your daughter's chastity — there it be- 
ins. 
He spake of her, as Dian had hot dreams, 
And she alone were cold: Whereat, I, wretch! 
Made —_— of his praise; and wager'd with 
| im 
Pieces of gold, gainst this which then he wore 
Upon bis honour'd finger, to attain 
Ja suit the place of his bed, and win this ring 
By hers and mine adultery: he, tcue knight, 
No lesser of her honour confident 
Than I did truly find her, stakes this ring; 
And would so, hed it been a carbuncle 
Of Phoebus' wheel; and might so safely, bad it 
Been all the worth of his car. Away to Britain 
Post I in this design: Well may you, sir, 
Remember me at court, where I was taught 
Oe your chaste daughter the wide difference 
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"Twixt amorons aud villainous. Being thus 
. quench'd ö 

Of bape, not longing, mine Italian brain 

*Gan in your duller Britain operate 

Most vilely; for my vantage, excellent; 

And, to be brief, my practice 80 prevail'd, 
That I return'd with simular proof enough 

To make the noble Leonatus mad, 

By wounding his belief in her renown 

With tokens thus, and thus; averring notes 

Of FS . 6 pictures, this her bracelet, 
(O, cunning, how I got it!) nay, some marks 
Of secret on ber person, that he could not 
But think her bond of chastity quite crack'd, 

I baving ta'en the farfeit. Whereupon, — 
Methinks, I see him now, — 


Post. Ay, so thou dost, [coming forward, 


Ttalian fiend! — Ah me, most credulous foo], 

Egregious murderer, thief, any thing X 

That's due to all the villains past, in being, 

To come! — O, give me cord, or knife, or 
poison, 

Some upright justicer! Thou, king, send out 

For torturers ingenious: it is I 

That all the abhorred things o' the earth amend, 

By being worse than they. I am Posthumus, 

That kill'd thy daughter: — villain-like, I lie; 

That caus'd a lesser villain than myself. 

A sacrilegious thief, to do't; — the temple 

Of virtue was she; yea, and she herself. 

Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set 

The dogs o' the street to bay me: every villain 

Be call'd Posthumus Leonatus, and- 


Be villainy leſs than 'twas! — O Tmogen! 
My queen, my life, my wife! O Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen ! | 


Imo. Peace, my lord ; hear, hear — 
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Post. Shall's have a play of this? Thou scorn- 
ful page, 
There lie thy part. [striking here she falls. 
Pis. O, | wages help, help 


Mine, and your mistreſs; — O, my lord Post- 

| humus ! 

You ne'er rpc Imogen till now: — Help, 
ICID  — 0 


Mine honour'd lady! 
Cym. Does the world go round? /, 


Post. How come these staggers on me? 
Pis. Wake, my mistrels ! 


| Cym, If this be so, the gods do mean to strike 
; me | 
To death with mortal joy. 

Pis. How fares my mistrels? 

Imo. O, get thee fram my sight; | 
Thou gav'st me poison: dangerous fellow, hence! 
Breathe not where princes are. 

Cym. The tune of Imogen! 

Pis. Lady, i 
The gods throw stones of sulphur on me, if 
That box I gave you was not thought by me 


A precious thing; I had it from the queen. 
Cym. New matter still ? 


Imo. It poison'd me, 

Cor. O gods! — 
I left out ane thing which the queen confeſs'd, 
Which must approve thee honest: If Pisanio 
Have, said she, given his mistreſs that confection 
Which I gave him for cordial, she is 8erv'd 
As I would serve a rat: 

Cym. What's this, Cornelius? 


Cor. The queen, sir, very oft importun'd me 


To temper poisons for her; still pretending 


The satisfaction of ber knowledge, only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs, 
Of no esteem; I, dreading that her purpose 


— 
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Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain stuff, which, being ta'en, would cease 
The present power of life; but, in short time, 
All offices of nature should again 
Do heir due functions. — Have you ta'en of it? 

Imo. Most like I did, for 1 was dead. 

Bel. My boys, 
There was our error. 

Gui. This in sure Fidele. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady 

from you? 

Think, that you are upon a rock, and now 
Throw me again. [embracing him. 


Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul, 
Till the tree die! 

Cym. How new, my ſlesh, my child? 
What, ma}'st thou 3 1 a Fiel in this act? 
Wilt thou not speak to me? 


Imo. Your blessing, sir, [kneeling. 
Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame 
you not; | 


You had a motive for't. 
[to Guiderius and Aryiragus. - 


Cym. My tears, that fall, 
Prove holy water ou thee! Imogen, 
Thy mother's dead. 
Imo. Jam sorry for't, my lord. 
Cym. O, she was naught; and Jong of her it 
was, 
That we meet here 80 strangely: But her son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 
Pis. My lord, 
Now fear is from me, Il speak troth. Lord 
Cloten, 
Upon my lady's missing, came to me 
With his sword drawa; foam'd at the mouth, 
and swore, 
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If T discoyer'd not which way she was gone, 
It was my instant death; By acc: ident, 
I had a feigned letter of my master's 
Then in my pocket; which directed him 
To scek ber on the mountains near to Milford ; 
Where, in a frenzy, in my master's garments, 
Which be inforc'd from me, away he posts 
With unchaste purpose, and with oath to violate 
My lady's honour: what became of him, 
1 further know not. 
Gui. Let me end the story: 
I 8Jew him there. 
Cym. Marry, the gods forefend ! 
I would not thy good deeds should from my lips 
Pluck a hard sentence: pr'ythee, valiant youth, | 
Deny't again. 
Gui. I have spoke it, and J did it. 
Cym. He was a prince. 
Gui. A most uncivil one: The wrongs he did 
me 
Were ng prince - -likes for he did provoke 
me 
With language that would maks me spurn the 
sea, 
If it could so roar to me: I cut off's bead; 
And am right glad, he is not — hers 
To tell this tale of mine. 
Cym. I am sorry for thee: | 
By thine own tongue thou art condemn 'd, and 
must 1 
Endure our law : Thou art dead. 
Imo. That headleſs man 
I thought bad been my lord. 
Cym. Bind the offender, 
And take him from our presence. 
Bel. Stay, sir kin 
This man is better than the man he slew, 
As well descended as thyself; and hath 
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More-of thee merited, than a band of Clotens 
Had ever scar for. — Let his arms alone; 
| | Ito the guard, 
They were not born for bondage. | 
Gym. Why, old soldier, 
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, 
By tasting of our wrath ? How of descent 
As good as we? 
Arv. In that he spake too far, 
Cym. And thou shalt die for't. 
Bel. We will die all three: 
But I will prove, that two of ns are as good 
As I have given out him. — My $ons, I must, 
For my own part, unfold a dangerous speech, 
Though, haply, well for you. 
Arv. Your danger's ours, 
Gui. And out good bis. 
Bel. Have at it then. — 
By leave; — xg badst, great king, a subject, 
5 who . 
Was call'd Belarius. 
Cym. What of him? be is 
A banisb'd traitor, 
Bel. He it is, that hath 
Assumed this age: indeed, a banish'd man; 
T know not how, a traitor. 
Cym. Take him hence; | 
The whole world shall not save him 
Bel. Not too hot: 
Fickt pay me for the nursing of thy sons; 
And let it be confiscate all, so soon 
As I have receiv'd it. 
Cym. Nursing of my sons? 
Bel. I am too blunt, and sauey: Here's my 
l | 
Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons; 
Then, spare not the old father“ Miphty sir. 
These two young gentlemen, that ca I me father, 
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And think they are my sons, are none of mine; 
They ore the issue of your loins, my liege, 
And blood of your begetting. 
Cym. How! my issve? | 
Bel. So sure as you your father's. I, old 
Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish'd: 
Your pleasure was my mere offence, my punish- 
ment i 
Ttself, and all my treason; that I suffet'd, 
Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes 
(For such, aud so they are,) these twenty years 
Have I train'd up: those arts they have, as I 
Could put into them; my breeding was, sir, as 
Your bighneſs knows. Their nurse, Euriphile, 
Whom for the theft I wedded, stole these 
children : 
Upon my banishment: I moy'd her to't; 
Having receiv'd the punishment before, 
For that which I did then: Beaten for loyalty 
Excited me to treason: Their dear lols, | 
The more of you 'twas felt, the more it shap'd 
Unto my end of stealing them. But, gracious sir, 
Here are your sons again; and I mußt lose 
Two of the sweet'st companions in the world : — 
The benediction of these covering beavens 
Fall on their beads like dew! for they are worthy 
To inlay heaven with stars. | 
Cym. Thou weep'st, and speab'st. 
The service, that you three have done, is more 
Unlike than this thou tell'st: I lost my children; 
If these be they, I know not how to wish 
A pair of worthier sons. 
Bel. Be pleas'd a while, — 
This gentleman, whom I call-Polydore, 
Most worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius : 
This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, 
Your younger princely son; he, sir, was lapp'd 
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In a most curious mantle, wrought by the hand 
Of his queen mother, which, for more probation, 
I can with ease produce. 


Cym. Guiderius had 


Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star; 
It was a mark of wonder, 


Bel. This is he; 
Who hath upon hin still that natural stamp: | 
Tt was wise nature's end in the donation, 
To be his evidence now. 


Cym. O, what am I 
A mother to the birth of three? Neer mother 
Rejoic'd deliverance mote: — Blest may you be, 
That, after this strange starting from your orbs, 
You may reign in them now! — O Imogen, 
Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. | 

Imo. No, my lord; 
I have got two worlds by't. — O my gentle bro- 

thers, 

Have we thus met? O never say hereafter, 
But Lam truest speaker; you call'd me brother, 


When 1 was but your sister; I you brothers, 
When you were 80 indeed. 


Cym. Did you e'er meet? 

Aru. Ay, my good lord. 

Gui. And at first meeting lov'd: 
Continued so, until we thought he died, 

Cor. By the queen's dram she swallow'd. 

Cym. O rare instinct! 
When shall 1 hear ail through? This fierce 

| abridgment 

Hath to it circumstantial branches, which 
Distinction should be rich in. — : Where? how 
| livd you? 
And when came you to serve our e captive? 
How parted with your brothers? how first met 


them? 
Why 
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Why fled you from the court? and whither? 
These, ä 
And your three motives to the battle, with | 
I know not how much more, should be demanded; - 
And all the other by-dependancies, 
From chance = chance; but nor the time, nor 
ace, | 
Will serve _ long intergatories. See, 
Posthumus anchors upon Imogen; 
And she, like harmleſs lightning, throws her eye 
On him, ber brothers, me, her master; hitting 
Each object with a joy; the counter-change 
Is severally in all. Let's quit this ground, 
And smoke the temple with our sacriſices.— 
Thou ait my brother; So we'll hold thee ever. 
0 [to Belarius, 
Imo. You are my father too; and did relieye 
me, 
To see this gracious season. 
Cym, All o'er-joy'd, 
Save these in bonds; let them be joyful too, 
For they shall taste our comfort. 
Imo. My good master, 
I will yet do you service. 
Luc. Happy be you! . 
- Cym. The forlorn soldier, that so nobly fought, 
He would have 2 2 becom'd this place, and 
/ grac 
The heakiog of a king. 
Post. I am, sir, o 
The soldier that did company these three 
In pogr beseeming ; 'twas a fitment for 
The purpose I then follow'd ; — That I was he, 
Speak, Iachimo; I had you down, and might 
Have made you finish. 
Tack. I am down again: 


But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee, 
8 [kneels. 
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As then your force did. Take that life, beseech 


vou, | 
Which Iso often owe: but, your ring first; 
And here the bracelet of the truest princels, 
That ever swore her faith, 
ost. Kne-l not to me: 
The power that T have on you, is to spare you; 
The malice towards you, to forgive you: Live, 
And deal with others better. 
Cym. Nobly doom'd: h 
We'll learn our freenels of a son- in- law; 
Pardon's the word to all. 
Arv. You holp us, sir, 
As you did mean indeed to be our brother; 
Joy'd are we, that you are. | 
Post. Your servant, princes. — Good my lord 
of Rome 5 
Call forth your soothsayer: As I slept, me- 
thought, | 
Great Jupiter, npon his eagle back'd, 
Appcar'd to me, with other sprightly shews 
Of mine own kindred: when I wak'd, I found 
This label on my bosom; whose containing 
Is so from sense in hardneſs, that I can 
Make no collection of it: let him shew 
His skull in the construction. 
Luc. Philarmonus, — 
Sooth, Here, my good lord. 
Luc, Read, aud declare the meaning, 


Sooth, [reads.] When as a lion's whelp Shall, 2 
himself unknown, without seeking find, and be em- 
braced by a piece of tender air; and when from 
a Stately cedar shall be lopt branches, which, being 
dead many years, shall after revive, be jointed to 
the od Stock, and jreshly grow; then shall Post- 
humus end his miseries, Britain be fortunate, and 


flourish.in peace and plenty, 


* 
* 
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Thou, Leonatus, art the lion's whelp; 

The fit and apt construction of thy nano, 
Being Leo-natus, doth import so much: 

The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter, 


[to Cym. 


Which we call mollis der; and mollis aer 
We term it mulien: which mulier, I divine, 

Is this most constant wife; who, even now, 
Answering the letter of the oracle, 

Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp'd about 
With this most tender air. 

Cym. This hath some seeming. _— 

Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline, 
Personates thee: and thy lopt branches point 
Thy two sons forth: who, by Belarius stolen, 
For many years thought dead, are now reviy'd, 
To the majestick cedar join'd; whose issue 
Pramizes Britain peace and plenty, | 

Cym. Well, 

My peace we will begin: — And, Caius Lucins, 
Although the victor, we submit to Caesar, 

Aud tc the Roman empare; promising 
To pay out wonted tribute, from the which 

Ve were dissuaded by our wicked queen; 
Whom heayens, in justice, (both on her, and 

hers,) 

Hove lay'd most heavy hand. 

Cooth, The fingers of the powers above do tune 
The harmony of this peace. The vision 
VV hich L made known to Lucius, ere the stroke 
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant 
Is ful accomplish'd: For the Roman eagle, 

From south,/to west on wing Soaring aloft, 

Lessen'd herself, and in the beams o' the sun 

So vanish'd: which fore-shew'd, our princely 
ö eagle, 

The imperial Caesar, sbould again unite 

His favour with the radiant Cymbeline, 
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Which shines here in the west. 
Cym. Laud we the gods; | 
And let our crooked 8mokes climb to their nostrils 
From our blest altars! Publish we this peace 
To all our subjects. Set we forward: Let 
A Roman and a British ensi-n wave 
Friendly together: 80 through Lud's town march: 
And in the temple of preat Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify; seal it with feasts. — 
Set on there: — Never was a war did cease, 
Ere bloody hands were wash'd, with such a peace. 
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A SONG, sung by Guiderius and Arviregus over 
Fidele, supposed to be dead, 


; By Mr. WILLIAM COLIIXãò. 


1. = 


To fair Fidele's grassy tomb, 
Soft maids and village hinds shall bring 
Each opening sweet of earliest bloom, 
And rifie all the breathing Spring. 


2. 


No wailing ghost shall dare appear 
To ver with shrieks this quiet groves 
But slieylierd lads asseinble here, 
And meliing virgins own their love, 


Z+ 
No wit herd witch shall here be seen, 
No goblins lead their niguty creu: 
The female Jays Shall haunt the green, 
ky And drefs thy grave with pearly dew. 


4. 

The red-breast oft at evening hours 

_ Shall kindly lend has little aid, 

With hoary moſs, and gather'd flowers, 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 
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IV hen howling winds, and beating rain, 
In tempests Shake the syluan ccll 


- 
% 


Or midst the chace on every plain, 
4 The tender thought on thee Shall dwell, 


Ln 


; $ 6. 
Each lonely scene shall thee restore; 
For thee the tear be duly shed: | 


Belov'd, till life could charm no more; 


And mourr'd till pity's Self be dead, 
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«+ THE story of this tragedy had found its way 
into many ballads and other metrical pieces; yet Shak- 
Spearc seems to have been more indevted to the True 
Chronicle History of King Leir and his Three Daug h- 
ters, Gonorill, Fagan, aud Cordella, 1605, chan to all 
the other performances together, It appears from the 
books at Stationers* Hall, that some play on this sub- 
ject was entered by Edward White, May 24, 1594. 
« A booke entituled, The moste famous Chronicle Hys- 
torie of Leire King of England, and his three Daug li- 
ters.“ A piece with the same title is entered again, 
May 8, 1605; and again Nov. 26, 1607. STEEvVENs. 

Camden, in his {{emains, (r. 306, edit. 1674,) tells 
a similar story to this of Leir or Lear, of Ina king of 
the West Saxons; which, if the thing ever happened, 
probably was the real origin of tbe table. See under 
the head of Rise Speeches. PER. 

The episode of Gloster and his sons is undoubtedly 


formed on the $tory of the blind king of Paphlagonia 
in Sidney's Arcadia, MALONE, 


— 


Persons Represented. 
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Lear, King of Britain, 

ILing of France. 

Duie of Burgundy. 

Duke of Cornwall. 

Luke of Albany. 

Earl of Kent. 

Earl of Gloster. 

Figar, Son to Gloster. 

Edmund, Bastard Son to Gloster. 
Curan, @ Courtier. 

Old Man, Tenant to Gloster. 
Plysician, 

Fool.. 

Oswald, Steward to Goneril. 

An Ofſlcer, employed by Edmund. 
Gentleman, attendant on Cordelia. 
A Herald. | 

Servants to Cornwall. 
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Goneril, 
Regan, {| Daughters to Lear. 
Cordelia, 


Knights attending on the King, Ofſicers, Messengers, 
Soldiers, and Attendants, 
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SCENE, Britain. 
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ACT 1: 88 


A Room of State in King Lear's Palace. 


Enter KEN T, GrosrEn, and EpmunD, 


Kent. 1 Thought, the king had more affected 
the duke of Albany, than Cornwall. 

Glo. It did always seem so to us: but now, in 
the division of the kingdom, it appears not which 
of the dukes he values most; for equalities are 80 
weigh'd, that curiosity in neither can make choice 
of either's moiety. 


Kent. Is not this your son, my lord? 
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_ Glo. His breeding, sir, hath been at my charge: 
IT have so often blush'd to acknowledge him, that 
now 1 am brazed to it. 

Kent, I cannot conceive you. | 

Glo. Sir, this young ſelluw's mother could: 
whereupon she grew round-rvombed; and had, 
indeed, sir, a son for her cradle, ere she had a 
husband for her bed. Do you smell a fault? 

Kent, I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue 
of it being so proper. 

Glo, But IL. have, sir, a son by order of law, 
some year elder than this, woo yet :: no dearer 
in my account; though this knaave came some- 
what saucily into the world before he was sent 
for, yet was his mother fair; there waz good sport 
at his making, and the whoreson must be acknows- 
ledged. — Do you know this noble gentleman, 
Edmund? 

Edm. No, my lord. 

Glo. Ny lord of Kent: remember him hereafter 
as my bonourable friend. 

Edm, My services to your Jordship. 

Kent, IJ must love you, and sue to know you 
better. 

Edm, Sir, I sball study deserving. 

Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away 
he shall again; — The Ling is coming. 
| | [ Trumpets. Sound within. 


Enter Lzan, Conxwarl, ArnAxr, GoxERRIL, 
RroAx, Convperria, and Attendants, 


Lear. Attend the lords of France and Burgun- 
dy, Gloster. 
Glo. I shall, my liege. [Ezeunt Gro, and Ep. 
Lear, Mean time we shall expreſs our darker 
„ purpose. 
Give me the map there: — Know, that we have 
divided, 5 
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In three, our kingdom: and 'tis our fast intent 

To shake all cares and busineſs from our age; 

Conferring them on younger strengths, while we 

Unburden d crawl toward death. — Our son of 
Cornwall, 

And you, our no leſs loving son of Albany, 

We have ti is hour a constant will to publish 

Our daughters“ several dowers, that future strife. 

May be pre zated now. The princes, France and 
DTurgundy, 

Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love, 

Long in our court have made their amorous 80» 
jonrn, 

And here are to be answer'd. — Tell me, my 
daughters, 

(Since now we will divest us, both of rule, 

Interest of territory, cares of state,) 

Which of you, shall we say, doth love us most? 

That we our largest bounty may extend 

Where merit doth most challenge it, — Goneril, 

Our eldest-born, speak first. 


Gon. Sir, I | 

Do love you more than words can wield the 
matter, 

Dearer than eye-sight, space and liberty; 

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare; 

No leſs than life, with grace, health, beauty, do- | 
nour: 

As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found. 

A love that makes breath poor, and speech un- 
able; 


Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 


Cor. What shall Cordelia do? Love, and be 
silent. [Aside. 


Lear. Of all these bounds, even from this line 
to this, P 


With sbadowy forests and with champains rich'd, 
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With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads, 

We make thee lady: To thine and Albany's issue 

Be this perpetual. — What says our second 
daughter, | 

Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak, 

Reg. I am made of that self meta] as my sister, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 
I find, she names my very deed of love; 

Only she comes too short, — that J profeſs 

Myself an enemy to all other joys, 

Which the most precious square of sense pos- 
sesses; 

And find, I am alone felicitate 

In your dear highneſs' love. 

Cor. Then poor Cordelia! [Aside. 
And yet not so; since, 1 am sure, my love's 
More richer than my tongue. 
| Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom 
No leſs in space, validity, and pleasure, 

Than that confirm'd on Goneril. — Now, our joy, 
Although 1 last, not least; to whose young 
ove | 
The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy, 
Strive to be interels'd; what can yon say, to 
h draw 
A third more opulent than your sisters ? Speak. 

Cor. Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. Nothing ? 

Cor. Nothing, 

Lear. Nothing can come of nothing: speak 

a gain. 

Cor. Unhappy that T am, I cannot heave 
My beart into my mouth: I love your majesty 
According to wy bond; nor more, nor lels. 

Lear. ly how, Cordelia? mend your speech 

a little, 1 80 
Lest it may mar your fortunes. 
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Cor. Good my lord, 


You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me: I. 
Return those duties back as are right fit, 
Obey you, love yon, and most honour you. 
Why have my sisters husbands, if they say, 
They love you, all? Haply, when I shall wed, 
That lord, Whose hand, must take my plight, shall 
carr | 

Half my love with bim, half my care, and duty: 
Sure, Isball never marry like my k sisters, 
To love my father all. 

Lear. But goes this with thy heart? 

Cor. Ay, good my lord. 

Lear, So young, and so untender ? 

Cor. So young, my lord, and true. 


Lear. Let it be 80, — Thy truth then be thy 
dower: | 
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun; 
The mysteries of Hecate, and the night; 
By all the operations of the orbs, ; 
From whom we do exist, and cease to be; 
Here I disclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinquity and property of blood, 
And as a stranger to my heart and me ä 
Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barbarou 
Scythian, 

Or he that makes his generation messes 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 
' Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliey'd, 
As tliou my sometime daughter. 

Kent, Good my liege, — 


Lear. Peace, Kent! 
Come not between the dragon and his wrath ; 
I lov'd her most, and thought to set wy rest 
On her kind nursery. — Hence, and avoid my 
sight! — [ To Cordelia. 


So be my grave my peace, as here I give 
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10 KING LEAR. 


Her father's heart from her! — Call France; — 
| \WVho stirs? 

Call Burgiindy. — Cornwall, and Albany, | 

With wy two daugbters' dowers dipest this third: 

Net pride, which she calls innen marry her. 

1 do invest you jointly with my power, 


' P:e-eminence, and all the large effects 


That troop with majesty. Ourself, by monthly 

| course, 

With reservation of an hundred knights, 

By you to be srst-in'd, shall our abode 

Make with you by due turns. Only we still 

ret2in 

The name, and all the additions to a king; 

The sway, revenue, execution of the rest, 

Beloved sons, be yours: which to confirm, 

This coronet part between you. [giving the crown, 
Kent. Royal Lear, | ; 

Whom I bave ever honour'd as my king, 

Lov'd as my father, as my master follow'd, 

As my great patron thought on in my prayers, — 
Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from 
| the shaft. 

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart: be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear is mad. What would'st thou do, old 

man ? 

Think'st thou, that duty shall have dread to speak, 

When power to flattery bows? To plainneſs 

honour's bound, : 

When majesty stoops to folly, Reverse thy 

doom; 

And, in thy best consideration, check 

This hideous rashneſs: answer my life my judg- 

— ment, 

Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least; 

Nor are those empty-hearted, whose low sound 

Reverbs no hollownels. 


* : Lear. 


. 


KING LEA R. + 6&h 


Lear. Kent, on thy life, no more. 
Kent. My life I never held but as a pawn, . 
To wage against thine enemies: nor fear to lose 
it, | 
Thy safety being the motive. 
Lear. Out of my k sight! 
Kent. See better, Lear; and let me still remain 
The true blank of thine eye. 
Lear. Now, by Apollo, — 
Kent. Now, by Apollo, king, 
Thou swear'st thy gods in vain. 
Lear, C, vassal! miscreant! | 
[laying his hand on his sword. 
Alb. Corn. Dear sir, forhear. p 
Kent. Do; kill thy physician, and the fee 
; | bestow 75 
Upon the fonl disease. Revoke thy gift; 
Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat, 
Pl] tell thee, thou dost evil. 2 
Lear. Hear me, recreant! 
On thine allegiance hear me! — 


Since thou hast sought to make us break our vow, 
(Which we durst never yet,) and, with strain'd 
ride, DISK, 
To come berning our sentence and our power; 
(Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,) 
Our potency made good, take thy reward. 
Five diys we do, allot thee, for provision 
To shield thee from diseases of the world; 
And, on the sixth, to turn thy hated back ; 
Upon our kingdom: if, on the teuth day follow- 
ing, #3 | | 
Thy banish'd trunk be found in our dominions, 
The moment is thy death: Away! By Jupiter, 
This shall not be revok'd. . | 
_ Kent. Why, fare thee well, king: since thus 
| thou wilt appear, 5 0 
Freedom lives hence, os 8 is here, — 
Vol. VII. DIS. 3) 
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He'll shape his old course in a country new. 


But now her price is fall'n: Sir, there she 


If aught within chat little, seeming gubstance, | 


12 K IN G LEAR. 
The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid, 

to Cordelia. 
That puny think'st, and hast most rightlx 


said! þ  _ 


And your large speeches may your deeds ap- 
prove, [to Regan and Goneril. 

That good effects may spring from words of 
love. — 


Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu; 
[ Exit. 


Re-enter Gr.osTEr; with France, BAG up, and 
Attendants. 


Glo. na France and Burgundy, my noble 
lord. 
Lear. My lord of Burgundy, 
We tirst addreſs towards you, who with this 
king 
Hath rivall'd for our daughter; What, in the 
least, 
Will you require in present dower with her, 
Or cease your quest of love? 
Bur. Most royal majesty, 
I crave' no more than hath > highpeſs * | 
„ 
Nor will you tender leſs. 
Lear., Right noble Burgundy, | 
When she wat Adar to us, we dia hold her 803 


stands; 


Or all of it, with our displeasüre piec'd, 

And nothing more, may fitly like your grace, 

She's there, and she is ours. 
Bur. L know ano answer. 


KING LEAR, 13 


Lear. Sir, will you, with those infirmities she 
owes, 
' Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 
Dower'd with our curse, and stranger'd with 
our oath, 
Take her, or leave der? 
Bur. Pardon me, royal sir; 
Election makes not up on auch conditions. 
Lear. Then leave her, sir; for, by the power 
that made me, 
1 tell you all her wealth. — For you, great 


king, [to France. 
J would not from your love make such a strav, 
To match you where I 1 therefore beseech 
you 
To avert your liking a more worthier way, 
Than on a wretch whom nature is asham'd 
Almost to acknowledge hers, 
France. This is most strange! 
That she, that even but, now was your best 
object, 
The argument of your praise, balm of your age, 
Most best, most dearest, sbould in this trice of 
time 
Commit a ing 80 monstrous, to deal 
So many folds of favonr! Sure, her offence 
Must be of such unnatural degree, 

That monsters it, or your fore-youch'd affection 
Fall into taint: which to believe of her, 5 
Must be a faith, that reason without miracle 

Could never plant in me. 
Cor. I yet beseech your majesty, 
(If for I want that glib and oily art, | 
To 1 and 5 not; since what I well 
intend, 
III do't before I opeak,) OE you make 8 
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulneſs, 
| No unchaste action, or dishonour'd step, 
, K 2 


14 KING LEAR. 


That bath depriv'd me of your grace and fayour: 
But even for want of that, kor which I am 

richer; 3 
A $till-soliciting eye, and such a tongue * 
That. I am glad I have not, though, not to have 

it, 

Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou 
Hadst not been born, than not to have pleas'd 

mee better. | | 

France. Ts it but this? a tardineſs in nature, 
Which often leaves the history unspoke, 
That it intends to do? — My lord of Burgundy, 
What say you to the lady? Love is not love, 
When it is mingled with respects, that stand 
Aloof from the entire point. Will you have 

ber? | 

She is herself a dowry. 


Bur, Royal Lear, | 8 25 
Give but that portion which yourself propos'd, 
And here I take Cordelia by the band, 
Dutchels of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing: I have 8worn; I am firm. 


Bur, I. am sorry then, you baye 80 lost a 
father, , 8 
That you must lose a husband. 
Cor. Peace be with Burgundy! 
Since that respects of fortune are his love, 
I shall not be his wife. 


France, Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, 
being poor; 

Most choice, forsaken ; and most loy'd, despis'd! 
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon: 
Be it lawful, I take up what's cast away. 
Gods, gods! 'tis strange, that from their cold'st 
| 15 neglect . 
My love «bould kindle to inſlam'd respect. —- 


KING LEAR. 15 
Thy dowerleſs daughter, king, thrown to my 


| chance, 
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 
Not all the dukes of wat'rish Burgundy 
Shall buy this unpriz'd precious maid of me, — 
Pid them farewel, Cordelia, though unkind :; 
{hon losest here, a better where to find. | 
Lear. Thou hest her, France: let her be thine; 
/ for we | 
Have no such danghter, nor shall ever see 
That face of hers again: — Therefore be gone, 
Without our grace, our love, our benizon. — 
Come, noble Burgundy. | 
. {Flourish, Exeunt Lran, BunGuxpy, CornnwALL, 

ALBASY, GLOSTER, and Attendants, 
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France. Bid farewel to your sisters. | 
Cor. The jewels of our father, with wash'd 
Tg eyes . : 
Cordelia leaves you: I kuow you what you 
a „ EET: 
And, like a sister, am most loth to call 5 
Your faults, as they are nam'd. Use well our 
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To your professed bosoms I commit bim: 
But yet, alas! stood I within his grace, 
J would prefer him to a better place. 

So farewell to you both. 

Gon. Prescribe not us our duties. 

Reg. Let your study | | 
Be, to content your lord; who hath receiv'd 
„ | | 
At fortune's alms: You' have obedience 'scanted, 
And well are worth the want that you have 
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Who cover faults, at last ahame them derides. 


16 KING LE A R. 

Well may you prosper! 
France. Come, my fair Cordelia. | 
[Exeunt France, and Conprera, 


Gon. Sister, it is not a little I have to say, of 
. what most nearly appertains to us both. I think, | 
our father will hence to-night. 
Reg. That's most cottai#; and with vou; next 
month with us, | 

Con. You see how full of 99 bis age is; 
che observation we have made of it hath not been 
little: he always loved our e sister most; and with 
what poor judgment he hath now cast her off, 

appears too grofsly. 
Reg. Tis the infirmity of his age: yer he bath 
ever but slenderly known himself. | 

Gon.” The best and soundest of bie time bath 
been but rash; then must we look to receive 
from his age, not alone the imperfections of long- 
engrafted condition, but, therew ithal, the unruly 
way wardneſls that infirm and cholerick years bring 
with them. | 

Reg. Such unconstant starts dre we like to have 
from. him, as this of Kent's banishment. 

Gon. There is further compliment of leave- 
taking between France. and him.. Pray you, let 
us bit together: : If our father carry authority 
with such dispositions as be bears, this last sur- 
render of his will but offend us. 

Reg. We $ball further think of it, 

Gon, We must do something, and i“ the heat. 


v LExeunt. 
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8 G E N E II. 
4 Hall in the. Earl of Gloster's Castle. 


Enter EpmunD, with a letter. 


Edi. Thou., nature, art my goddels; to thy 
| law. 
My services are bound: Wherefore should I 
3 in the plague of custom; and permit 
The curiosity of nations to deprive me, 
For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon- 
| shines 
Log of a brother? Why bastard? wherefore 
base? 
When my dimensions are as well compact; "Sp 
My mind as generous, and my shape as true, 
As honest madam's issue? Why brand they us 
With base? with baseneſs? bastardy? base, 
base? 
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
ore composition and fierce quality, 
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed, 
G0 to the creating of a whole tribe of tops, 
Got 'tween asleep and wake? — Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I must bave your land: 


WM, Our father's love is to the bastard Edmund, 


As to the legitimate; Fine word, — le itimate! 
Well, my legitimate, if this getter Mins 

And. my invention thrive, . 0 7% the base 
Shall toe the legitimate, I grow; I. prosper: — 
Now, gods, stand up for bastards! 


Enter Grosrrn, * . 


Glo. Kent bantsh'd thus! And F rance in choler 


| | parted! 
And the king gone to-night? $ubscrib'd. his power! 
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18 KING LEAR. 
Conſin'd to exhibition! All this done 


Upon the gad! — Edmund! How now ? what 


news? | 

Edm. So please your lordship, none. 
3 | [putting up the letter, 

Glo. Why so earnestly seek you to put up 
that letter? | 3 
Edm. I know no news, my lord. 

Glo. What paper were you reading? 
Ham. Nothing, my lord. 

Glo. No? What needed then that terrible dis- 


patch of.it into your pocket? the quality of no- . 


thing hath not such need to hide itself.. Let's 
see: Come, if it be nothing, I shall not need 
spectacles. : | | 

Edm, I beseech you, sir, pardoa me: it is a 
letter, from my brother, that I have not all o'er- 
read; for so mach as I have perused, I find it not 
fit for your over-looking. 755 OY 

Glo. Give me tbe letter, sir. | 

Edm. I sball offend, either to detain or give it. 
The contents, as in part I understand them, are 
to blame. 

Glo. Let's see, let's see. __ 

Edm. I hope, for my brother's justiſication, he 
wrote this but as an essay or taste of my virtue, 

Glo. [reads.] This policy, and reverence of age, 


males th2 iborld bitter to the best of our times; 


keeps ou fortunes from us, till our olditeſs cannot 


relishi them, I begin * an idlè · and fond bond- 


age in the oppression of aged tyranny ! who ways, 
not as it hath power, but as it is suffered. Come 
to me, that of this I may speak more. If our father 
would Sleep till I waked him, you should enjoy half 
lig revenue for . ever, and live the beloved of your 
brother, Edgar. — Humph — Conspiracy! — Sleep 
till I waked him, — you Should enjoy half his re- 


venue. — My son Edger! Had he a hand to write 
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| PFF 
this 2 a heart and brain to breed it in? — When 
tame this to you? Who brought | + 


Edm. It was not brought we, my lord, e 8 
the cunning of it; I found it thrown in at the 
casement of my closet. | 

Glo. You know the character to be your bro- 
ther's ? | / 

Edi. If the matter were 9504 my lord, 1 durst 
swear it were his; but, in respect of that, 1 would 
fain think it were not. 

Glo. It is his. 

Edm. It is his hand, my lord; but, 1 hope, his 
heart i is not iu the coatents. 


Glo. Hath be neyer heretofore sounded you in 
this busineſs ? 

Edm. Never, my Io But J have often heard 
bim maintain it to be fit, that, sons at perfect age, 
and fathers declining, the father should be as ward 
to the son, and the son manage his revenue. 


Glo. O villain, villain! — His very opinion in 
the letter! — Abkorred villain! Unnatural, detest- 
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zirrah, seek him ; Pl apprebend him: — Abomi- 
nable villain! ! -- Where is he? 


Edm. I do not well know, my lord. If it shall 
please you to suspend your indignation against 
my brother, till you can derive from him better 
testimony of his intent, you shall run a certain 
course; where, if yon violently proceed against 
him, mistaking his purpose, it would make a great 
50 p in your own honour, and sbake in pieces the 

eart of his obedience. I dare pawn down my 
life for him, that be hath writ this to feel my af- 


fection to your honour, and to no other pretence 
of danger. 


Glo. Think you so? 
Edm. uy our F honour-fulgs it meet, I will l plac 
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you where you shall hear ns confer of this, and 
by an auricular assurance have your satisfaction; 
and that without any further deJay than this very 
evening? 

Glo. He cannot be such a monster. 

Edm. Nor is not, sure.“ 

Glo. To his father, that so tenderly all entire; 
ly loves him. — Heaven and earth! — Edmund, 
seek him out; wind me into him, I pray you: 
flame the busineſs after your own wisdom: I 
would unstste myself, tobe in a due resolution. 

Edm. IL will seek bim, sir, presently; convey 
the busineſs as I shall find n, and acquaint 

ou withal, | 

Glo. These late eclipses in the zun and moon 
portend no good to us: Though the wisdom of 


nature can reason it thus and "thus, yet nature 


finds itself scourged by the sequent effects: love 


| cools, fricadship tal Us off, brothers divide: in ci- 


ties, mutinies; in countries, discord; in palaces, 
treason; and the bond crack'd between son and 
father. This villain of mine comes under the 


prediction; there's son against father: the king 


falls from bias of nature; there's father against 
child. We have seen the best of. our time; Ma- 
chinations, hollownefs, treachery, and all ruinous 


disorders, follow us disquietly to our graves! — 


Find out this villain, Edmund; it shall lose thee ' 


nothing; do it carefully: — And the noble and 


truebearted Kent banish'd! his offence, honesty! 
— Strange! strange! I Exit. 
Edm. This i is the excellent foppery of the world! 
that, when Ye are sick in fortune, (often the sur- 
feit of our own behaviour) we make guilty, of 
our disasters, the sun, the moon, and the stars: as 
if we were villains by necessity ; foqls, by heaven- 


ly compulsion; knay es, thieyes, and treachers, by 


sphorical prodominancs; ; Acunkerds;lyats, and adul- 
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21 
terers, by an enforced obedience of planetary in- 
fluence; and all that we are evil in, by a divine 
.- thrusting on: An admirable eyasion of whore-. | 


master man, to lay his goatish disposition to the 
charge of a star! My father compounded with my 
mother under the dragon's tail; and my nativity 
was under ursa major; so that it follows, I am 
rough. and lecherous. —, Tut, I 8hould have been' 
that I am, bad tbe maidenliest star in the ſirma- 
ment twinkled on my bastardizing. Edgac — 


Enter E'DGA N. 


and pat be comes, like the catastrophe of the old 
comedy: My cue is villainous melancholy, with 
a sigh like Tom o' Bedlam. — O, these eclipses 
do portend these divisions! fa, sol, la, mi. 
Edg. How now, brother Edmund? What serious 
contemplation are you in? 5 885 5 
Edm. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I 
read this other day, what should follow these 
eclipses. 5 
Edg. Do you busy yourself with that? | 
Edm. I promise you, the effects. he writes of, 
succeed unhappily; as of unnaturalnels between 
the child and the parent; death, dearth, dissolu- 
tions of ancient amities;z divisions in state, mena- 
ces and maledictions against king and nobles; 
needleſs diffidences, banishment of friends, dissi- 
pation of cohorts, nuptial breaches, and I know 
not what. 3 f | | 
Eds. How lon 
nomical ? _. | 
Edm, Come, co 
a 5 
Edg. Why, the night gone by. 
Edm. Spake you with him? 
Edg. Ay, two hours together. 


g have you been a sectary astro- 


me; when saw you my father 
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rageth in him, that with the mischief of your 
person it would scarcely allay, | 


my lord speak: Pray you, go; there's my key: — 


arm'd; I am no honest man, if there be an) good 


Whose nature is 80 far from doing harm, 
That he 8nspects none; on whoese foolish honesty 
My practices ride easy! — I 8ee the busineſs.— 


All with me's meet, that I can fashion fit, [Exit. 


* 
*% 


Edm. Parted you in good terms? Found you 
no displeasure in him, by word, or countenance? 
Eds. None at all. | ; 
Edm. Bethink yourself, wherein you may have 
offended him: aud at my entreaty, forbear his 
resence, till some little time hath qualified the 
| ou of his displeasure;z which at this instant so 


Edg. Some villain hath done me wrong. 
* Edm. That's my fear. I pray yon, have a con- 
tinent forbearance, till the speed of his rege goes 
slower; and, as I say, retire with me to my. lodg- 
ing, from whence I will fitly bring you to bear 


If you do stir abroad, go arm'd. 
Edg. Arm'd, brother? ; 
Edm. Brother, I advise you to the hest; go 


meaning towards you: I have told you what I 

Have seen and heard, but faintly; nothing like 

the image and horror of it: Pray you, away.. * 
Edg. Shall I bear from you anon? 

T.dm.. I do serve you in this busineſs. — _ 

12 [Exit Edgar. 


A crednlous-father, and a brether noble, 


Let me; if not by birth, have lands by wit: 


ES. 
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$ C E N E III. 


A Room i in the Duke of Albany's Palace. 


Enter Gonznir, and STEWARD. 


Gon. Did my father tribe my gentleman for 
chiding of his fool? 
Tea Ay, madam. 
on. By day and night! he wrongs me; every 
hour 
He flashes into one groſs crime or other, 
That sets us all at odds: I'll not endure it: 
His * grow riotous, and himself upbraids 
us . 


On every trifle; — When he returns from | 


| hunting, 
1 will not speak with him; say, I am sick: — 
If you come slack of former services, 
You shall do well; the fault of it II] answer. 
Grow: He's coming, madam; I hear him. 
Horns within, 
"Ie Put on what weary 9 you 
please, 


Lou and your fellows; I'd have it come to 


ö uestion: a 4 

If he dinlike it, let him to my; dister, 

Whose mind and mine, 1 know, in that are 
: one, 

Not to. be overaul'C Idle old man, 

That still would manage those authorities, 

That be hath given away.! — Now, by my life, 

Old fools are EG again; and must be us'd - 


* 


With checks, as latonies, — when: they are seen 
aabus'd. a 

Remember what I eve said. 

Stew, Vexy' well, madam. 
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(So may it come!) thy master, whom thou 


„„„ö[Ü—ẅ¾ ũv in 


Gon. And let his knights have colder looks 
among you; 


| What grows of it, no matter; advise your fel- 


lows: 80 : 
I would breed from hence occasions, and I shall, 


That I may speak: — III write straight to my 
sister, 5 . 


To hold w7 very course: — Prepare for dinner. 
3 [ Exeunt, 


6 G KR N E 1. 
4 Hall in tha ame 
Enter KEN 5 dieguised. 


Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow, 
That can my speech diffuse, my good intent 
May carry through itself to that full issue 


For which. I raz d my likenels. — Now, banish'd 


Kent, „ 


If thou can'st serve where thou dost * con- 


„ e 


lov'st, 


Shall find thee full of 1 


. Horns within. © Enter Lran, Kniphts, and Atten- 


dants. 


Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner ; go, get 


it ready. [Exit 'an Atougant.] How now, what 
art thou? 
Kent. A man, sir. 


Lear. What dost thou profeſs ? What . 
thou with us? 


Kent. I do profels to be”! no leſs than I 6eem; 
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to serve him truly, tbat will put me in trust; to 


love him that is honest; to converse with him 
that is wise, and says little; to, fear judgment; to 
fight, when I cannot choose; and to eat no fish. 
Lear. Wbat art thou? 
Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor 
as the king. 
Lear. I thou. be as poor for a aubſect, as he is 


for a king, thou art poor e What would 
thou ? 


Kent. geriet 


Lear. Who would'st thou serve? 
Kent. Yon. 


Lear. Dost thou know mg, fellow? 


Kent. No, sir; but you have that in your coun- 
tenance, which I would fain call master. 
Lear. What's that? 


Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What services canst chou do? 

Kent. I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar 
a curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain 


message bluntly: that which. ordinary men are fic 


for, I am qualify'd 1 in; and the best of me is di- 


ligence. 
Lear. How old art thou? = 
Kent, Not 80 young, sir, to love a woman for 


singing; nor so old, to dote on ber for any thing: 


F have years on my back forty-eight. . 
Lear. Follow me; tbou shalt serve me; ik 1 
like thee no worse after dinner, I will not part 
from thee yet. — Dinner, ho, dinner! — Where's 
my knave? my fool? Go You, and call a fool 


+4 BUSES. 


Enter "PE 


You, you, sirrah, where's my daughter? 


Stew. So please you, — | [Eait. 
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Leas. What says the fellow there? can the 
clotpoll back. — Where' s my fool, ho? — I think 
the world's. asleep. — How now ? where's that 


mungrel'? _ - 
Knight. He says, my lord, your daughter is not 


well. 


Lear. Why came not the slave back to me, 
when I call'd him? 

Knight. Sir, he enswer'd me in the roundest 
manner, he would not. 

Lear. He would not! | 

Knight, My lord, I know not, what the matter 
is; but, to my jndgment, your highnels is not 
entertain'd with that ceremonious affection as'you 
were wont; there's a great abatement of kindneſs 
appears, as well in. the general dependants, as in 


| the duke himself also, vid your daughter. 


Lear. Ha! say'st thou 80? 
Knight. I beseech you, pardon me, my Jord, if 
I be mistaken; for my duty cannot be silent, 


when I think your highneſs is wrong'd. 


Lear. Thou but rememher'st me of mine own 
conception: J have perceived a most faint neglect 
of Jate; which I have rather blamed as mine own 

jealous curiosity, than as a very pretence and pur- 
pose of unkindneſs: I will look further into't.— 
por whete's my fool? I have not seen him this 


two days.. 
mY Knight, Since my young lady' 8 going into France, 


sir, the fool bath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that; I have noted it well. 
— Ga you, and tell my daughter I would speak 
with her. — Go you, call hither my fool. — 


Re-enter. ST * WARD: 


I, sir? Se ap eos 


* * 
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Stew, My lady's father. | 
Lear. My lady's father! my lords knaye: you 
whoreson dog! you slave! you cur! 

Stew, T am none of this, my lord; I beseech 
you, pardon me. | 
Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you ras- 
cal ? [Striking him, 
Stew. I' not be struck, my lord, 
Kent, Nor tript neither; you base foot- ball 
player. | . [tripping up his heels, 
Lear. I thank thee, fellow; thou servest me, 
and I'll love thee. 
Kent. Come, sir, arise, away; T1 teach you 
differences; away, away: If you will measure 
your lubber's length again, tarry: but away: go 
to; Have you wisdom ? 80. | 
[pushes the Steward out, 


Lear, Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee: 
there's earnest of thy service. [giving Kent money. 


Enter Fool. 


Fool. Let me hire him too; — Here's my cox- 
comb. giving Kent his cap. 
. Lear, How now, my pretty knave? how dost 
thou? 

x Fool. Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb. 
Kent. Why, fool? 

Fool. Why? For taking one's part that is out 
of fayour: Nay, an thou canst not smile as the 
wind sits, -thou'lt catch cold shertly: There, take 
my coxcomb: Why, this fellow has banish'd two 
of his daughters, and did the third a blessing a- 
gainst his will; if thou follow him, thou must 
needs wear my coxcomb. — How now, nuncle ? 
"Would I had two coxcombs, affd two daughters! 
Lear. Why, my boy? | 
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Fool. Tf 1 pave them all my living, Id keep my 
coxcombs myself: There's mine; beg another of 
thy daughters. 

Lear. Take heed, sirrah ; the whip. 

Fool. Truth's a dog that must to kennel; he 
must be w hipp'd out, when lady, the brach, may 
Stand by the nre and stink. 

Lear. A pestilent gall to me! 

Foot. Sirtrah, ll teach thee a speech. 

Lear. Do. 

Fool, Nlark it, nuncle: — 

Have more than thou showest, 

Speak lels than thou knowest, 
Lend lels than thou owest, 
Ride more than thou goest, 
Learn more than thou trowest, 
Set leſs than thou throwest; 
Leave thy drink and thy whore, 
And keep 1n-a-door, 

And thou shalt have more 
Than two tens to a score. 

Lear. This is nothing, fool. 

Fool. Then 'tis like the breath of an unfee'd 
lawyer; you gave me nothing for't; Can you 
make no use of nothing, nuncle? 

Lear. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out 
of nothing, 

Fool. Pr'ythee, tell him, so much the rent of 
his land comes to; he will not believe a fool. 

_ [to Kent. 

138 A bitter fool! 

Fool. Dost thou know the difference, my ys 
between a bitter fool and a sweet fool? 

Lear. No, lad, teach me. 

Fool. That lord, that counsel'd thee 

To giyę away thy land, 
Come ple him here by me, — 
Or do thou for him stand: 
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The sweet and bitter fool 
Will presently appear; 
The one in motley here, 

| The other found out there, 

Lear, Dost thou call me fool, boy? 

Fool. All thy other titles thou hast given away, 
that thou wast born with, 

Kent. This is n0t altogether fool, my lord. 

Fool. No, faith, lords and great men will not 
let me; if I had a monopoly out, they would 
have part on't: and ladies too, they will not let 
me have all fool to myself; they'll be snatching. 
— Give me an egg, nuncle, and T'l] give thee 
two crowns. 

Lear. What two crowns shall they be? 

Fool. Why, after T.have cut the egg i' the mid- 
dle, and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the 
egg. When thou clovest thy crown © the mid. 
dle, and gavest away both parts, thou borest thine 
als on the back over the dirt: Thou bad'st little 
wit in thy bald crown, when thou gavest th 
E one away. If I "ur like myself in this, 
et him be whipp'd that first finds it 80. 


Fools had ner leſs grace in à year; 
| (Singing. 
For wize men are grown ſoppish ; 
And know not how their wits to wear, 

Their manners are $0 apish, 

Lear. When were you wont to be 80 full of 
songs, sirrah ? | / 

Tool. I have used it, nuncle, ever since thou 
madest thy daughters thy mother: for when thon 
gave-t them the rod, and put'st dowa thine own 
breeches, | 


Then they for sudden joy did weep, 
[Sioging. 


And I for sorrow sung, 
L 2 
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1 hot sucht a king Should play bo- peep, 


nd gU the jools among. 


Pr'ythee, nuncle, keep a school- master that can 
teach thy fool to lie; I would fain learn to lie. 

Lear, If you lie, sirrah, we'll have you whipp'd. 

Fool. I marvel, what kin thou and thy daugh- 
ters are: they'll have me whipp'd for speaking 
true, thou'lt have me whipp'd for lying; and, 
sometimes, TI am whipp'd for holding my peace. 
J had rather be any kind of thing, than a fool: 
and yet TI would not be thee, nuncle; thou hast 
pared thy wit o'both sides, and left nothing in 
the middle; Here comes one o' the parings. 


Enter Gonenir. 


Lear, How now, daughter? what makes that 
frontlet on? Methinks, you are too much of late 
i'the frown. 0 | 

Tool. Thou wast a pretty fellow, when thou 
had'st no need to care for her frowning; now 
thou art an O without a figure: I am better than 
thou art now; [am a fool, thou art nothing..—- 
Yes, forsooth, I will hold my tongue; so your 
face [to Gon. ] bids me, though you say nothing, 
Mum, mum, 5 0 | 

He that keeps nor crust nor crum, 
Weary of all, shall want some. — 
That's « sheal'd peascod. [pointing to Lear. 


Gon. Not only, sir, this your all-licens'd fool, 
But other of your insolent retinue | 
Do hourly carp and quarrel; breaking forth 

In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir, 

I had thought, by making this well known unto 

you, 
To have found a safe redreſs; but now grow 
— fearful, | 
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By what yourself too late have spoke and done, 
That you protect this course, and put it on 
By your me "ds which if you should, the 
ault* 
Would not 'seape censure, nor the redresses 
sleep; 
Which, in the tender of a wholesome, weal, 
Might in their working do you that offence, 
Which else were sbame, that then necessity. 
Will call discreet proceeding. 
Fool. For you trow, nuncle, 
The bedpge-sparrow fed the cnckoo so long, 
- That it had its head bit off by its young. 
So, out went the candle, and we were left 
darkling. 
Lear, Are you our daughter? 
Gon, Come, sir, I would, yon would make 
use of that good wisdom whereof I know you 
are fraught; and put away these dispositions, 
which of late transform you from what you 
rightly are. | 55 
Fool. May not an #ſs know when the cart 
draws the horse? — Whoop, Jug! I love thee. 
Lear. Does any here know me? — Why this 
is not Lear: does Lear walk thus? speak thus? 
Where are his eyes? Either his notion weakens, 
or his discerning are lethargy'd. — Sleeping or 
waking? — Ha! sure 'tis not 80. — Who is it 
that can tell me wbo I am? Lear's shadow? I 
would learn that; for by the marks of sovereign 
ty, knowledge, and reason, I should be false per 
suaded I had daughters. — es 
Fool. e they will make an obedient fa- 
ther. 
Lear. Your name, fair gentlewoman? 
Gon. Come, sir; | 
This admiration is much o' the favour 
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 


32 K ING LEAR 


' To understand my purposes aright: 
As you are old and reverend, you * be 
wise: 
Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires; 
Men $0 disorder'd, so debauch'd, aud a og r 
That this our court, infected with their man- 
ners, 
Shews like a riotous inn: epicurism and lust 
Make it more like a tavern, or a brothel, 
Than a grac'd palace. The shame itselk doth 
s peak 
For instant remedy: Be then des ir'd 
By ber, that else will take the thing che begs, 
/ A little to disquantity your train; 
And the remainder, that sball till 4 
To be such men as may besort your age, 
And know themselves and you. 
Lear. Darkneſs and devils! — 
Saddle my horses; call my train together. — 
Degenerate bastard! Il not trouble thee; 
Yet have I left a daughter. 
Gon. You strike my people; and your dis- 
order'd rabble 
Make servants of their betters. 


Enter ALBANY. 


Lear. Woe, that too late repents, — O, sir, 
are you come? 

Is it your will? [to Alb.] speak, sir. — Prepare 

my horses. 

Ingratitude! thou marble-hearted fiend, 

More hideous, when thou shew' st thes in A 

child, 

Than the enters | 
Alb. Pray, sir, be patient. 
Lear. Destested kite! thou liest: ſto. Goneril. 

My train are men of choice and rarest parts, 
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That all particulars of duty know; 
And in the most exact regard support 
The worships of their name. — O most small 
fault, | 
How vely didst thou in Cordelia shew! 
Which, like an engine, wrench'd my frame of 
CI nature 
From the fix'd place; drew from my heart all 
| love, -. | 
And added to the gall. . O Lear, Lear, Lear! 
Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in, 
[striking his head, 
And thy dear judgment out! — Go, go, my 
people. 
Alb. My lord, I am guiltleſs, as I am igno 
rant 
Of what hath mov'd you. 
Lear. It may be S0, my lord. — Hear, na; 
ture, hear; 
Dear goddeſs, hear! Suspend thy purpose, if 
Tlou didst intend to make this creature fruit- 
| ful! 
Ind ber womb convey sterility! | 
Dry up in her the organs of increase; 
Anl from her derogate body never spring 
A labe to honour her; If she must teem, 
Creite her child of spleen; that it may live, 
And be a thwart disnatur'd torment to her! 
Let it. stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth; 
With cadent tears fiet channels in her cheeks; 
Turn all her mother's pains, and benefits, 
To laughter and contempt; that she may feel 
How saarper than a serpent's tooth it is 
To have a thankleſs child! — Away, away! 
Exit. 
Alb. Now, gods, that we adore, e 
comes this? | 
Gon. Ne er afflict yourself to know the cause; 
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But let his disposition have that cops 
That dotage gives it. 


Re-enter L. E AR. 


Lear. What, fifty of my followges, at a clap! 
Within a fortnight! 

Alb. What's the matter, sir? 

Lear, I'll tell thee; — Life and death! T am 


asham'd 
That thou hast power to shake my manhood 
thus: [to Goneril. 
That these hot tears, which break from me per- 
force, 


Should make thee worth them. — Blasts and 
| fogs upon thee! 
The untented woundings of a father's curse 
Pierce every $ense about thee! — Old fend 
eyes, 

Beweep this cause again, I'Il pluck you out; 
And cast you, with the waters that you lose 
To temper clay. — Ha! is it come to this? 
Let it be so: — Yet have I left a daughter, 


Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable; 


When she shall hear this of thee, with her 
| nails 

She'll flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shalt ind, 

That I'll resume the shape which thou dost 
think 

J have cast off for ever; thou shalt, I warrant 
thee. 

[Exeunt Lzan, KERN T, and Attendants. 


Gon. Do you mark that, my lord? 
Alb. I cannot be so partial, Goneril, 
To the great love I bear you, — 


Gon. Ty pans content, — What Oswald, 
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You, sir, more knave than fool, after your 
master. [to the Fool. 
Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, and 
take the fool with thee. 
A fox, when one bas caught her, 
| >» And such a daughter, 
Should sure to the slaughter, 
If my cap would buy a halter; 
So the fool follows after. Exit. 
Gon. This man hath had good counsel: — A 
hundred knights ! | 
Tis politick, and safe, to let him keep 
At point, a hundred knights. Yes, that on every 
ream, 
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powers, 
And hold our 1 in mercy, — Oswald, I 
SAY , — 
Alb. Well, 5 40 may fear too far. 
' Gon. Safer than trust too far: 
Let me 8till take away the harms I fear, 
Ne: fear still to be taken. I know his heart: 
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my sister; 
Tf sbe sustain him and his hundred knights, 
When I have shew'd the unfitnels, — How _. 
now, Oswald? 


Enter STEwAnD, 


What, have you writ that letter to my sister? 
Stew, Ay, madam, | 


Gon. Take you some company, and away to 
' horse: i 
Inform her full of my particular fear; 
And thereto add such reasons of your own, 
As may compact it more. Get you gone; 
And hasten your return, [Exit Stew. ] No, no, 
my lord, 
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This milky gentleneſs, and course of yours, 
Though 1 condemn it not, yet, under pardon, 
You are much more attask'd for want of wis- 
dom, 
Than prais'd for harmful mildneſs. 
Aib, How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot 
tell; : 
Striving to better, oft we mar what's well. 
Gon, Nay, then — 


Alb. Well, well; the event. [Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 


Court before the same. 


Enter Lx AN, KEN T, and Fool. 


Lear. Go you before to Gloster with these let- 
ters: acquaint my daughter no further with any 
thing you know, than comes from ber demand 
out of the letter: Tf your diligence be not speedy, 
I shall be there before you. 

Kent. I will not sleep, my lord, till T have de- 
livered your letter. Exit. 


Fool, If a man's brains were in his heels, were't 
not in danger of kibes ? 
Lear. Ay, boy. 

Fool. Then, 1 pr'ythee, be merry; thy wit shall 
not go slip-sbod. 
Lear. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Fool. Shalt see, thy other daughter will use 
thee kindly: for though she's as like this as a crab 
is like an apple, yet I can tell what I can tell. 

Lear. Why, what can'st thou tell, my boy? 

Fool. She will taste as like this, as a crab does 
to a crab, Thou canst tell, why one's nose stands 
i” the middle of his face? 
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fool. 


How now! Are the horses ready? 
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Lear. No. 


Fool. Why, to keep his eyes on either side bis 
nose; that what a man cannot smell out, he may 
spy into. 

Lear. I did has wrong: — 

Fool. Can'st tell how an oyster makes his shell? 

. Lear, No. 


Fool. Nor I neither; but I can wn why a snail 
has a house. 


Lear. Why? | 

Fool. Why, to put his head in; not to give it 
away to his daughters, and leave his borns with- 
out a case. 


Lear, I will forget my nature. — So kind a 
father! — Be my horses ready? 


Fool, Thy asses are gone about 'em. The rea- 


son why the seven stars are no more than seven, 
is a pretty reason. 


Lear. Because they are not eight? 
Fool. Yes, indeed: Thou . st make a good 


Lear. To take it again perforce! — Nong ter 
ingratitude! 

Fool. If thou wert my foo], nuncle, I'd have 
thee beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How's that? 


Fool. Thou should'st not have been old, ae 
thou hadst been wise. 


Lear. O, let me not be mad, not mad, sweet 
heaven! 


Keep me in temper; 1 would not be mad! — 


Enter 8 


Gent. Ready, my lord. 
Lear. Come, boy. 


— 


36 KING LEAR. 


Fool. She that is maid now, and laughs at my 
departure, 


; Shall not be a maid long, unleſs things be cut 


shorter. [Exeunt, 


AC TIL SCENE I. 


Court within the Castle of the earl of Gloster. 


Enter EpmunD, and CURAN, meeting. 


Edm. Save thee, Curan. 


Cur. And you, sir. I bave been with your 
father; and piven him notice, that the duke of 
Cornwall, and Regan his dutchels, will be here 
with bim to-night. 


Edm. How comes that? 


' Cur, Nay, I know -not: You have heard of the 
news abroad; I mean, the whisper'd ones, for 
they are yet but ear-kissing arguments? 


Fdm, Not I; Pray you, what are they? 


Cur. Have you heard of no likely wers toward, 
*twixt the dukes of Cornwall and Albany? 


Fdm. Not a word. | 
Cur, You may then, in time. Fare you well, 


sir. [ Exit, 
Edm. The duke be here to-night ? The better! 
„ Det! 


This weaves itself perforce into my busineſs! 
My father hath set guard to take my brother; 


And I have one thing, of a queazy question, 
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Which I must act: — Briefneſs, and fortune, | 


work! — 
Brother, a word; — descended: — Brother, I 
| Say 3 a 
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My father watches: — O sir, fly this place; 
intelligence is given where you are hid; - 
You have now the good advantage of the 


night: — 
Have you not spoken gainst the duke of Corn- 
wall? 
He's coming hither; now, i' the night, i” the 
haste, 


And Regen with him; Have you nothing said 
Upon his party 'gainst the duke of Albany? 
Advise yourself. 

Edg. T am sure on't, not a word. 


Edm. I hear my father coming, — Pardon 
a me: — 


In cunning, I must draw my sword upon 
ou: — 

Draw: Seem by ſore yourself: Now quit you 
well. 

Yield: — come before my father; — Light, ho, 
| here! — 

Fly, brother; — Torches! torches! — So, fare- 

| wel. — | (Exit Edgar. 


Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 
' [wounds his arm. 


Of my more fierce endeavour: I have seen 
CES drunkards 
Do more than this in sport. — Father! father! 
Stop, stop! No help? 
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Enter CLos rn, and Seryants with torches, 


Glo. Now, Edmund, where's the villain ? 
Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sbarp 
sword out, 
Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the 
moon 
To stand his auspicions mistreſs; — 
Glo. But where is he? 
Edm. Look, sir, I bleed. 
lo. Where is the villain, Edmund ? 
Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no means 
he could — TN 
Glo. Pursue him, ho! — Go after. — [Exit Serv.] 
By no means, — What? 
Edm. Persnade me to the murder of your 
iordship ; 
But that I told him, the revenging gods 
*Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend; 
Spoke, with how manifold and strong a bond 
The child was bound to the father; — Sir, in 
fiae, f 
Seeing how lothly opposite I stood 
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion, 
With his prepared sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, lanc'd mine arm: 
But when he saw my best alarum'd spirits, 
Bold in the quarrels right, rous'd to' the en- 
counter, 


Or whether gasted by the noise I made, 
Full suddenly he fled. 


Glo. Let him fly far: 
Not in this land shall he remain uncaught; 
And found — Dispatch. — The noble duke my 
master, 
My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night: 
By his authority I will proclaim it, | 
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That he, which finds him, shall deserve our 
thanks, | 

Bringing the murderous coward to the stake; 

Be, that conceals him,“ death. 

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent, 
And found bim pight to do it, with curst speech 
I threaten'd to discover him: Ile replied, 

Thou unpossessing bastard! dost thou think, 

Tf T would Stand against thee, would the reposal 
Of any trust, virtue, or worth, in thee 

Make thy words faicl'd? No: what I should 

7 deny, 

(As this I would; ay, though thou didst produce 
My very character,) Pd turn it all 

To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice: 
And thou must make a dullard of the world, 

If they not thought the profits of my. death 
Were very pregnant and potential spurs 

To make thee seek it. 

Glo. Strong and fasten'd villain ! 

Would he deny. his letter? — I never got him, 
[Trumpets within, 

Hark, the duke's trumpets! I know not why 

he comes: — 

All ports I'll bar; the villaia shall not 'scape; 

The duke must grant me that: besides, his pic- 

| ture 

I will send far and near, that all the kingdom 

May have due note of him; and of my land, 

Loyal and natural boy, Ill work the means 


To make thee capable, 


Enter ConnwaLlrt, Rzcan, and Attendants, 


Corn, How now, my noble friend? since I 
came hither, | 


(Which I can call but now,) I have beard 


strange neus. 


+ on 
- 


42 KING LEAR. 


Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too 
| short, | 3 
Which can pursne the offender, How dost, 
my lord ? 
Glo. O, madam, my old heart is crack'd, is 
crack'd! | 
Reg. WO did my father's godson seek your 
ife? 
He whom my father nam'd ? your Edgar? 


Glo. O, lady, lady, shame would have it hid! 
Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous 


knights 
That tend upon my father? 


Glo, I know not, madam : 
It is too bad, too bad. — 
Edm. Yes, madam, he was of that consort. 
Keg. No marvel then, though he were ill af- 
| fected ; 
'Tis they have put him on the old man's death, 
To have the waste and spoil of his revenues. 
J have this present evening from my sister 
Been well inform'd of them; and with such 
cautions, 
That, if they come to sojourn at my house, 
I'Il not be there. 
Corn. Nor J, assure thee, Regan. — 


Edmund, I hear that you have shewn your 
| father 
A child-like othce. 
Edm. *I'was my duty, sir. 
Glo. He did bewray his practice; and receiy'd 


This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 
Corn. Is he pursued? 


Glo. Ay, my good lord, | 
Corn. If he be taken, he shall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harm: make your own pur- 
pose, 

How 


ee, 


How in my strength you please. — For you, 
* dmund, 

Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant 

So much commend itself, you shall be ours; 


Natures of such deep trust we 2 hall much need; 
Lou we first seize on. 


Edm: I shall serve you, sir, 

Truly, however else. 
Glo. For him I thank your grace. 

Corn. You know not why we came to visit 

YOu, — 
Reg. Thus ont of season; threading dark-ey'd 
night, 

Occasions, noble Gloster, of some poize, 
Wherein we must have use of your advice: — 
Our father he bath writ, so hath our sister, 
Of differences, which I best thought it fit 


To answer from our home; the several messen- 
ers 


From hence attend dispatch. Our good old 


| friend, 
Lay comforts to your bosom; and bestow 
Your needfn} counsel to our businels, 
Which craves the instant use. 
Glo. I serve you, msdam: 


Your graces are right welcome, LExeunt. 


nn - IL 


Before Gloster's Catle. 
Enter KenT and SE WARD: Severally. 


Stew. Good dawning to thee, friend: Art of 
the house? 


Kent. Ay. 


Stew. Where may we set our horses? 
Vol. VII. M 
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Kent. T the mire. 

Stew. Prythee, if thou love me, tell me. 

Kent. I love thee not. 

Stew, Why, then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If 1 had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I 
would make thee care for me. 

Stew. Why dost thou use me thus? I know 
thee not. * 

Kent. Fellow, I know tbee. 

Stew. What dost thou know me for? 

Kent. A knave; a rascal, an eater of broken 
meats; a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three- 
suited, hundred- pound, filthy worsted-stocking 
knave; a lily-liver'd, action-taking knave; a whore- 
son, glaſs-gazing, superserviceable, finical rogue; 
one-trunk- inheriting slave; one that would'st be 
a bawd, in way of good service, and art nothing 
but the composition of a knave, beggar, coward, 
pendar, and the son and heir of a mongrel bitch: 
one whom Iwill beat into clamorous whining, if 
thou deny'st the least syllable of thy addi.ion. 

Stew. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, 
thus to rail on one, that is neither known of thee, 
nor knows thee ? 

Kent. What a brazen-faced varlet art thou, to 
deny thou know'st me? Is it two days ago, since 
I tripp'd up thy heels, and beat thee, before the 
king? Draw, you rogue; for, though it be night, 
the moon shines; Til make a sop o' the moon- 
shine of you: Draw, you whoreson cullionly 
barber-monger, draw. | [drawing his sword. 

Stew. Away, I have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw, you rascal ; you come with letters 
against the king; and take vanity the puppet's 
part, against the royalty of her father: Draw, 
you rogue, or I'll so carbonado your shanks ;.— 
draw, you rascal; come your ways. 


Stew, Help, ho! murder! belp! 
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Kent. Strike, you slave; stand, rogue, stand; 
ou neat slave, strike. WES [beating him, 
Stew, Help ho! murder! murder! 


Enter EpmuxD, Conxwarr, Rrcax, Grosrten, 
and Servants. 


Edm. How now? What's the matter? Part. 

Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you please; 
come, I'll flesh you; come on, young master. 

Glo. * arms! What's the matter 

. | 

Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives; | 
He dies, that strikes again: What is the matter? 
N Reg. The messengers from our sister and the 

ing. 

What is your difference? speak. 

Stew, I am scarce in breath, my lord, 


Kent. No marvel, you have 80 bestirr'd your 
valour. You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims in 
thee; a tailor made thee. | _ 

Corn. Thou art a strange fellow: a tailor make 
a man ? | | 

Kent. Ay, a tailor, sir: a stone- cutter, or a 
painter, could not have made him 80 ill, though 
they had been but two hours at the trade. 

Corn. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew. This ancient ruffian, sir, Whose life 

have spar'd, | 


At suit of his grey beard, — 


hou unnecessary 
give me leave, I 


Kent. Thou whoreson zed ! 
letter! — My lord, if you wil 


will tread this unbolted villain into mortar, and 

daub the wall of a jakes with him. — Spare my 

grey beard, you wagtail? | 
Corn. Peace, 8irrah! 


Ma 


Dr ; — 
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You beastly knave, know yon no reverence? 
Kent. Yes, sir; but anger has a privilege. | 
Corn, Why art thou angry? | | 
Kent. That such a slave as this should wear 

a sword, W 

Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues 

| as these, | | 

Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain' 

Which are too intrinse tunloose: smooth every 
3 passion 

That in the natares of their lords rebels; 

Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods; 

Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 

With every pale and vary of their masters; 

Knowing nonght, like dogs, but following, — 

A. plague upon your epileptick vissge! 

Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool? 

Goose, if I had you upon Sarum plain, 

I'd drive ye cackling home to Camelot. 

Corn. What art thou mad, old fellow? 


Glo. How fell you out? say that. 
R Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 
Than I and such a kuave. 4 


Corn. Why dost thou call him knaye? What's 
8 his offence? 5 | 
1 Kent. His countenauce likes me not. 


Corn. No more, perchance, does mine, or his, 
$ or hers. Bs 
Kent. Sir, tis my occupation to be plain; 
I have seen bettef faces in my time, 
Than stands on any shoulder that I see 
| Before me at this instant. | 
EE; Corn. This is some fellow, | 
Who, baving been prais'd for bluntneſs, doth 
affect 5 Ns 
A saucy roughneſs; and constrains the garb, 
Quite from his nature: He cannot Matter, he! — 
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An honest mind and plain, — he must speak 
truth: ' 
An they will take it, 80; if not, he's plain. 
These kind of knaves I know, which in this 
lainneſs f 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 
Than twenty silly ducking obseryants, 
That stretch their duties nicely. | 
Kent. Sir, in good sooth, in sincere verity, ”_ 
Under the allowance of your grand aspect, ; 
Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Phoebus' front, -— 
Corn. Whas mean'st thou by this? 
Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you dis- | 
commend so much. I know, sir, Jam no flatterer: _—_ 
he that beguiled you, in a plain accent, was a Z 
lain knave; which, for my part, I will not be, ' 
though I should win your displeasure to entreat 4 
me to it. 3 
Corn. What was the offence you gave him? | 
Stew. I never gave him any: . 
It pleas'd the king his master, very late, 
To strike at me, upon his miscons truction; | 
When he, conjunct, and flattering his displea- | 
| sure, 
Tripp'd me behind; being down, iasulted, rail'd, 
And put upon him such a deal of man, 
That worthy'd him, got praises of the kin 
For him attempting who was self-subdu'd 
And, in the fleshment of this dread exploit, 
Drew on me here apain. 
Kent. None of these rogues, and cowards, 
But Ajex is their fool. 
Corn. Fetch forth the stocks, ho! 5 
You stubborn ancient knaye, you reverend brag- 
art, | | 
We'll teach — — 
Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn: 


— 
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Call not your stocks for me: I serve the king; 

On whose employment I was sent to you: 

You shall do small respect, shew too bold na- 
| ice | 


1 Against the grace and person of my master, 

1 Stocking his messenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks: — 

2 As I have life and honour, there shall he sit 
8 till noon. | 

Reg. Till noon! till night, my lord; and all 
'q night too, NE 

1 Kent, Why, madam, if I were your father's 
| dos, 

b You should Ran: AHA me 80, 

1 Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. 

1 [Stocks brought out. 
i Corn. This is a fellow of the self-same colour 
8 Our sister speaks of: — Come, bring away the 
| ES stocks. : 

1 Glo. Let me beseech your grace not to do 
= BS 80: . 


His fault is much, and the good king his master 
Will check him for't: your purpos'd low cor- 
rection 
Is such, as basest and contemned'st wretches, 
For pilferings and most common trespasses, 
Are punish'd with: the king must take it ill, 
That he's so slightly valu'd in his messenger, 
Should have him thus restrain'd, 
Corn, IM answer that, | 
Reg. My sister may receive it much more 
Worse, 
To have her gentleman abus'd, assaulted, 
For following her affairs. — Put in his legs, — 
£ | [Kent is put in the Stocks. 
Come, my good lord; away. | 
257 | [Excunt Rz6G. and Conn. 


Glo. T am sorry for thee, friend; 'tis the duke's 
| leasure, | 8 
Whose disposition, all the world well knows, 
Will not be Wy nor stopp'd: III entreat for 
taee. g 


Kent. Pray, do not, sir: I have watch'd, and 
travell'd hard; : 
Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I'll whistle. 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels: 
Give you good morrow ! 


Glo. The duke's to blame in this; *twill be 
| ill taken. | [Exit. 


Kent. Good king, that must approve the com- 
mon saw! 
Thou out of heaven's benediction com'st 
To the warm sun! 
Approach, thou beacon to this under globe, 
That by thy comfortable beams I may 
Peruse this letter! — Nothing almost sees mi- 
racles, 
But misery; — I know, *tis from Cordelia; 
Who hath most fortunately been inform'd 
Of my obscured course; and shall find time 
From this enormous state, — seeking to give 
Losses their remedies; — All weary and o'er- 
| watch'd, | 
Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
This shameful lodging. 
Fortune, good night; smile once more; turn thy 
| wheel! | 
[He sleeps. 


\ 
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SCENE III. 


A-part of the Heath. 
Enter EDoAR, 


Edg. I heard myself proclaim'd ; 
And, by the happy hollow of a tree, 
Escap'd the hunt. No port is free; no place, 
That guard, and most unusual vigilance, 
Does not attend my taking. While I may 
8cape, 
I will preserve myself: and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape, 
That ever penury, in contempt of man, 
Brought near to beast: my face Il grime with 
| filth; 
Blanket my loins; elf all my hair in knots; 
And with presented nakedneſs out-face_ 
The winds, and persecutions of the sky. 
The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 


Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd bare arms 


Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary; 


And with this borrible object, from low farms, 


\ 


Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes, and mills, 
Sometime with lunatick bans, sometime with 
prayers, 
Inforce their charity, — Poor Turlygood! poor 
| Tom! | 
That's something yet; — Edgar I notbing am. 
; [ Exit, 
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Before Gloster's Castle. 
Enter LRAR, Fool, and Gentleman. 


Lear. Tis strange, that they should so depart 
from home, 


And not send back my messenger. 
Gent. As I learn'd, | 
The night before there was no purpose in them - 
Of this remove. 
Kent. Hail to thee, noble master! 
Lear. How! mak'st thou this shame thy pas- 
time? 6 

Kent. No, my lord, 

Fool. Ha, ba; look! he wears cruel garters! 
Horses are tied by the heads; dogs, and bears, by 
the neck; monkies by the loins, and men by the 
legs: when a man is over-lusty at legs, then he 
wears wooden nether-5tocks. | 

Lear. What's he, that hath so much thy place 

mistook . 
To set thee here? 

Kent, Tt is both he and she, 

'Your son and daughter. 
Lear. No. 
Kent. Yes. 
Lear. No, I say. 
Kent. I say, yea. 

Lear. No, no; they would not. | e 

Kent. Ves, they have. | 

Lear. By Jupiter, I swear no. 

Kent. By Juno, I swear, ay, © 
Lear. They durst not do't; 
hey could not, would not do't; tis worse than 
murder, | | | | 
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To do upon respect such violent outrage: 
Resolve me, with all modest haste, which way 
Thou might'st deserve, or they impose, this 
usage, 

Coming from us. | 

Kent. My lord, when at their home 
I did commend your highneſs' letters to them, 
Ere I was risen from the place that shew'd 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post, 
Stew'd in his haste, half breatble(s, painting 
| _- forth 
From Goneril his mistreſs, 8alutatiqns 
Deliver'd letters, spigbt of intermission, 
Which presently they read: on whose contents, 
They summon'd up their meiny, straight took 

; horse ; | 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
The leisure of their answer; gave me cold looks: 
And meeting here the other messenger, | 
Wbose welcome, I perceiy'd, had poison'd mine, 
(Being the very fellow that of late - 
Display'd so sancily against your highnels,) 
Having more man than wit about me, drew; 
He rais'd the house with loud and coward cries : 
Your son and daughter found this trespaſs worth 
The same which here it suffers. 

Fool. Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geese 

fly that Way. = 


Fathers, that wear rags, 

Do make their children blind; 
But fathers, that bear bags, 

Shall see their children kind. 
Fortune, that arrant whore, 
Ne'er turns the key to the poor. — 


But, for all this, thou shalt have as many dolours 
for thy daughters, as thou cau'st tell in a year. 
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Lear. O, how this mother swells up toward 
my heart! | | 
Hysterica passe! down, thou climbing sorrow, 
Thy element's below! — Where is this daugh- 
ter ? 
Kent. With the earl, sir, here within. 
Lear, Follow me not; stay here. [Exit, 
Cent. Made you no more offence than what 
you speak of ? 
Kent. None. | 
How chance the king comes with so small a 
train ? 
Fool. An thou hadst been set i' the stocks for 
that question, thou hadst well deserved it. 
Kent. Why, fool? | 
Fool. We'll set thee to school to an ant, to 
teach thee there's no labouring in the winter. All 
that follow. their noses are led by their eyes, but 
blind men; and there's not a nose among twenty, 
but can smell him that's stinking. Let go thy 
hold, when a great wheel runs down a hill, lest 
it break thy neck with following it; but the great 
one that goes up the hill, let 4 draw thee af- 
ter. When a wise mau gives thee better counsel, 
give me mine again: I would have none but 
knayes follow it, since a fool gives it. 
{ 
That, sir, which serves and seeks for gain, 
And follows but for form, ö 
Will pack, when it begins to rain, 
And leave thee in the storm. 
But I will tarry; the fool will stay, 
And let the wise man fly: 
The knave turns fool, that runs away; 
The fool no knave, perdy. 


Kent, Where learn'd you this, fool? 
Fool. Not i the stocks, fool. | 
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Re-enter Lxan, with GLOSTER. 


Lear. Deny to speak with me? They are sick? 
they are weary ? 
They have travell'd hard to night? Mere fetches ; 
The images of revolt and flying off! 
Fetch me a better answer. 


Glo. My dear lord, 
You know the firy quality of the Jabs) 
Tiow unremoveable and fix'd he is 
In his own course. 


Lear. Vengeance! plague! death! confusion!— 
Firy ? what quality? Why, Gloster, Gloster, 
I'd speak with the duke of Cornwall, and his 


wife. 
Glo. Well, my good lord, I have inform'd 
them 80. 
Lear. Inform'd them! Dost thou understand 
me, man? 


Glo. Ay, my good lord. : 
Lear. The king would speak with Cornwall; 
| the 13 father 
Would with his daughter speak, commands her 
service: 

Are they inform'd of this? — My breath and 
blood! 

Firy? the firy duke? — Tell the hot duke, | 
that — 

No,. but not yet: — may be, he is not well: 

Infirmity doth-still neglect all office, 

Whereto our health is bound; we are not our- 
selves, 

When nature, being opprels'd, al the 
min 

To suffer with the body: I'Il forbear ; 

And am fallen out with my more headier will, 

To take the indispos'd and sickly fit 


* 
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For the sound man. — Death on my state! 
wherefore . [fooking on Kent. 
Should be sit here? This act persvades me, 
That this remotion of the duke and her. 
Is practice only. Give me my servant forth: 
Go, tell the duke and his wife, I'd speak with 
| them, ä | 
Now, presently: bid them come forth and hear 
8 me, 
Or at their chamber door I'll beat the drum, 
Till it cry, Sleep to death, 
Glo. I would have all well betwixt you. 
(Exit. 


Lear. O me, my heart, my rising heart! — but, 


down. Th 
Fool, Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to 
the eels, when she put them i' the paste alive; 
she rapp'd 'em o“ the coxcombs with a stick, and 
cry'd, Down, wantons, down: "Twas her brother, 
that, in pure kindneſs to his horse, butter'd his 


hay. 


Enter Con X WALL, RT GAx, GLOSTER, and 
Servants. » 


Lear. Good morrow to you both. 
Corn. Hail to your grace! | 

: [Kent is set at liberty, 
Reg. I am glad to-see your bighnels, 
Lear. Regan, I think you are; I know what 

reason 5 
I have to think so: if thou should'st not be 
glad, ET. 4 

I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb, 

Sepulch'ring an adultreſs. — O, are you free? | 


[to Kent. 


Some other time for that. — Beloved Regan, 
Thy sister's naught; O Regan, she bath tied 


| 
| 
| 
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Sharp-tooth'd unkindnels, like a vulture, here, — 
{ points to his heart. 
T can scarce speak to thee; thou'lt not believe, 
Of how deprav'd a quality — O Regan! 
Reg. I pray you, sir, take patience; I have 
b ope, 
You leſs know ow to value her desert, 
Than she to scant ber duty, 

Lear, Say, bow 1s that? 

Reg. I cannot think, my sister in the least 
Would fail her obligation; Tf, sir, perchance, 
She have restrain'd the riots of your followers, 
*Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome 

end, \ 

As clears her from all blame, 

Lear. My curses on her! 

Reg. O, sir, you are old; 
Nature in you stands on the very verge 
Of her confine: you should be rul'd, and led 
By some discretion, that discerns your state 
Better than you yourself; Therefore, I pray you, 
That to our sister you do make return; | 
Say, you have wrong'd her, sir. | 

Lear. Ask her forgiveneſs? 


Do you but mark how this becomes the house: 


Dear daughter, I confeſs that I am old; 

Age is unnecessary : on my hnees I bes, (kneeling, 

That you'll vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food, 
Reg. Good sir, no more; these are unsightly 

tricks: 

Return you to my sister. 

Lear. Never, Regan: 

She hath abated me of half my train; 

Look'd black upon me; struck me with her 
| tongue, 

Most serpent-like, upon the very heart: — 

All the stor'd vengeances of heaven fall | 

On her ingrateful top! Strike her young bones, 
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You taking airs, with lameneſs! 
Corn. Fie, sir, fte! | 
Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blind- 
ing flames | 
Into: her scornful eyes! Infect her beauty, 
You fen-suck'd fogs, drawn by the powerful 
sun, 
To fall and blast her pride! 
Reg. O the blest gods! 
So. will you wish ou me, when the rash mood 
is on. 
Lear. No, Regau, thou shalt never have my 
curse; 
Thy tender-bhefted nature shall not give 
Thee o'er to harshneſs; her eyes are fierce, but 
thine | 
Do comfort, and not burn: Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my train, 
To Candy hasty words, to scant my $izes, 
And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt 
Against my coming in: thou better know'st 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood, 
Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ; 
Thy half o the kingdom hast thou not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow'd, | 
Reg. Good sir, to the purpose. 
[ Trumpet within. 
Lear. Who put my man i' the stocks? 
Corn. What trumpet's that? | 


Enter STEWARD, 


Reg. I know't, my sister's; this approves her 
letter, . 
That she would soon be here. — Is your lady 
, come ? ; 
Lear, This is a slave, whose easy -borrow'd 
pride 8 
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Dwell; in the sickle grace of her he follows: — 
Out, varlet, from my sight!“ 
Corn. What means your grace? 
Lear. Who 8tock'd my servant? Regan, I have 
good hope 
Thou did'st not know of't. — Who comes here? 
O heavens, . 


* 


Enter GoNxERT I. 


If you ho love old men, if your sweet sway 
Allow obedience, if yourselyes are old, 


— it your cause; send down, and take wy 


F art ! — 
Art not asham'd to look upon this beard ? — 
to Goneril. 


o, 8 wilt thou take her by the hand? 


Gon. Why not by the hand, sir? How have 
I offended? _ 
All's: not offence, that, indiscretion finds, 

And dotage. terms so. 5 
Lear. O, sides, you are too tough! + 
Will you yet hold? — How came my man i“ 

the stocks? 
Corn. I 8et him there, sir: but his own dis- | 
| orders 
Desery'd much Jeſs advancement. 
Lear. You! did you? 
Reg. I pray you, father, being weak, seem 50. 


Tf, tiil the expiration of your month, 

Tou will return and sojourn with my sister, 
Dismissing half your train, come then to me; 
1 am now from home, and out of that provi- 


sion 


Which sball be needful for your entertainment. 


Lear. Return to her, and fifty men dismiſs'd? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose 


To wage against the enmity o the air; 


. - To 


Fl 


To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, — 


Necessity's sharp pinch! — Return with her? 
Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerleſs 
took 


Our youngest born, T could as well be brought 
To knee his —_— and, $quire-like, pens10n 
| © 

To keep base life afoot; — Return with her? 
eie me rather to be slave and sumpter 
To this detested groom. (looking on the Steward, 

Gon. At your choice, sir. 

Lear. I nf 43 wil daughter, do not make me 

mad; 
I will not trouble thee, my child; farewel: 
We'll no more meet, no more see one another : — 
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my 
daughter: 
Or, rather, a disease that's in my flesh, 
Which I must needs call mine: thou art a boil, 
A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle, 
In my corrupted blood. But I'll not chide thee; 
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it; 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove: 
Mend, when thou canst; be better, at thy lei- 
sure: 

T can be patient; I can stay with Regan, 
J, and my hundred knights. 


Reg. Not altogether so, sir; 
T look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome: Give ear, sir, to my sister; 
For those that mingle reason with your passion, 
Must be content to think you old, and 80 — 
But she knows what she does. 


Leer, Is this well spoken now ? 


Reg. I dare avouch it, sir: What fifty fol- 
lowers? A & 
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Is it not well? What should you need of 


more ? 
Yea, or 80 many? sith that both charge and 
| danger | 
Speak gainst so great a number? How, in one 
house. | 


Should many people, under two commands, 
Hold amity? Tis hard; almost impossible. 
Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive 
attendance ; 
From those that she calls servants, or from mine? 
Reg. Why not, my lord? If then they chanc'd 
| to slack you, 
We could control them: If you will come to me, 
(For now I spy a danger, ) I entreat you 
To bring but ſive and twenty; to no more 
Will Lgive place, or notice. 
Lear. I gave you all — 
Reg. And in good time you gave it. 
Lear. Made you my pips os „ my. deposi- 
taries ; 
But kept a reservation to be follow'd 
With such a number: What, must I come to you 
With five and twenty, Regan? said you 80? 
Reg. And speak it again, my lord; no more 


with me. 
Lear. Those wicked creatures yet do look well- 
favour'd, | 
When others are more wicked; not being the 
worst, 
Stands in some rank of praise: — Tl go with 
a thee; [to Goneril, 


Thy fifty yet doth double fiye and twenty, 
And thou art twice her love. 

Gon. Hear me, my lord; | 
What need you five and twenty, ten, or five, 
To follow in a house, where twice 80 many 
Have a command to tend you ? 
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Reg. What need one? 
Lear. O, reason not the need: our basest beg- 
ars 
Are in the poorest thing superfluous : 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man's life is cheap as beast's: thou art a lady; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous, 
Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous 
wear'st, 
Which scarcely keeps thee warm. — But, for 
true need, — 
You heavens, give me that patience, patience J 
need! 
You $ee me here, yon gods, a poor old man, 
As full of prief as age; wretched in both! 
If it be you that stir these daughters' hearts 
Against their father, fool me not so much 
To bear it tamely; touch me with noble anger! 
O, let not women's weapons, water-drops, 
Stain my man's cheeks! — No, you unnatural 
hags, 
T will have such revenges on you both, 
That all the world shall — I will do such 
things, — 
What they are, yet I know not; but they shall be 
The terrors of the earth. You think, I'll weep 
No, I'll not weep: — 
I have full cause of weeping; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws, 
Or ere I'll weep: — O, fool, I shall go mad! 
(Exeunt Lvan, GrosTrer, Kent, and Fool. 
Corn. Let us withdraw, *twill be a storm. 
[Storm heard at a distunce. 
Reg. This house is little; the old man and his 
4 5 eople 
Cannot be well bestow'd. 


Gon. Tis his own blame; he hath put himself 
from rest, 
Na 
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And must needs taste his folly, 

Reg. For his particular, III receive him gladly, 
But not one follower. 

Gon. So am I purpos'd. 
Where is my lord of Gloster? 


Re-enter GurosTtErtR 


Corn. Follow'd the old man forth: — he is re- 
turn'd. 
Glo. The king 1s in high rage, 
Corn. Whither is he going? 
Glo. He calls to horse? but will I know not 
whither. ; 
Corn. *Tis mo to give him way; he leads him- 
self. 
Con. My lord, entreat him by no means to 
stay. 
Glo. Alack, the night comes on, and the bleak 
winds - 
Do sorely rulfle; ſor many miles about 
There's scarce a bush. 
Keg. O, sir, to wilful men, 
. The injuries, that they themselves procure, 
Must be their schoob-mastets: Shut up your doors; 
He is attended with a desperate train ; 
And what they may incense him to, being apt 
To have his ear abus'd, wisdom bids fear. 
Corn. Shut up your doors, my lord; 'tis a wild 
night ; i : 
My Regan counsels well: come out o' the storm. 
| - [Exeunt. 
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Ac T HI. SCENE I. 


A Heath. 


A storm is heard, with thunder and lightning, Enter 
Kent, and à Gentleman, meeting. 


Kent. Who's here, beside foul weather? 
Gent, One minded like the weather, most un- 
quietly. 
Kent, I know you; Where's the king? 
Gent. Contending with the fretful element : 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea, 
Oc 6well the curled waters bove the main, 
That things might change, or cease: tears his 
white hair; 
Which the impetuous blasts, with eyelels rage, 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of : 
Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn 
The to-and-fro-conflicting. wind and rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would 
couch, 
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep tbeir fur dry, unbonneted he runs, 
And bids what will take all. 
Kent, But who is with him ? 
Gent, None but the fool, who labours to out- 
jest 
IIis PREY + injuries. 
Kent. Sir, I do know you; 
And dare, upon the warraut of my art, 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is division, 
Although as yet the face of it be cover'd | 
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With mutual wr a 'twixt Albany and Corn- 
wall; 
Who bave (as who have not, that their great 
stars 
Thron'd and a" high?) servants, who, seem no 
lels ; | 
Which are to France the spies and speculations 
Intelligent of our state; what hath been seen, 
Either in snuffs and packings of the dukes; 
Or the hard rein which both of them bave borne 
Against the old kind king; or something deeper, 
Whereof, perchance, these are but furnishings ; — 
[But, true it is, from France there comes a power 
lato this scatter'd kingdom; who already, 
Wise in our negligence, have secret feet 
Tn some of our 1 ports, and are at point 
To shew their open banner. — Now to you: 
If on my credit you dare build so far 
To make your speed to Dover, you shall find 
Some that will thank you, making just report 
Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow 
The king bath cause to plain. 
Jam a gentleman of blood and breeding; 
And, from some knowledge and assurance, offer 
This ofhice to you.] 
Gent, I will talk further with you. 
Kent. No, do not. 
For conſirmation that I am much more 
Than my out wall, open this purse, and take 
What it contains: If you shall see Cordelia, 
(As fear not but you shall.) shew her this ring; 
And she will tell you who your fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fie on this storm! 
I will go seek the king. | 
Gent, Give me your hand; Have you no more 
| to say? | 
Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than all 
yet; 7 
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That, when we have found the king, (in which 


your pain 
That way; T'll this;) be that first lights on him, 
Holla the other. [Exeunt Severally. 


N I. 


Another part of the heath. Storm still. 


Enter LzAR and Fool. 


Lear, Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks ! rage! 

blow ! 

You cataracts, and hurricanos, spout 

Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown'd the 
cocks! * 

Yon sulphurous and thought-executing fires, 

Vauut-couriers to oak-cleaving thunder-bolts, 

Siuge my white head! And thou all-shaking 
thunder, 

Strike flat the thick rotundity o' tbe world! 

Cmck nature's moulds, all germens spill at once, 

Tbit make ingrateful man! 

Tool. O nuncie, court holy- water in a dry 
house is better than this rain-water out o' door. 
Gocd nuncle, in, and ask thy daughters blessing ; 
here's a night pities neither wise men nor fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy bellyfull! Spit, fire! spout, 
rain! | 
Fer rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters: 
] tex not you, you elements, with unkindnels, 
1 1ever gave you kingdom, call'd you children, 
You owe me no subscription; why then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure; here I stand, your slave, 
A por, infirm, weak, and despis'd old man: — 
But yet L call you servile ministers, 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
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Your high-engender'd battles, gainst a head 

So old and white as this. O! Of! 'tis foul! 
I'ool. He that has a house to put his head in, 

has a good head-piece, 


The cod-piece that will house, 
Before the head has any, 
The head and he shall louse z — 
So beggars marry many. 
The man that makes his tae 
I hat he his heart should make, 
Shull of a corn cry woe, 
Aud turn his Sleep. to wake, 


— for there was never yet fair woman, but she 
made mouths in a glaſs, 


Enter K ENT. 


Lear, No, I will be the pattern of all patience, 
I will say nothing. | 
Kent, Who's there ? 
Fool, Marry, here's grace, and a cod-piec:; 
that's, a wise man, and a fool. 
Kent, Alas, sir, are you here? things that leve 
night, | 
Love not 2 nights as these; the wratlful 
skies 
Gallow the very Wanderers of the dark, 
And make them keep their caves; Since I wes 
man, | 
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrd 
thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard; man's nature canaot 
carry | | 
The aflliction, nor the fear. 
Lear, Let the great gods, 
That keep this dreadful pother o'er our head, 
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Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou 
wretch, 

That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 

Unwhipp'd 7 3 Hide thee, thou bloody 

and; 

Thou perjur'd, and thou simular man of virtue 

That art incestuous: Caitiff, to pieces shake, 

'That under covert and convenient seeming 

Hast practis'd on man's life! — Close pent- up 
guilts, 

Rive your concealing continents, and cry 

These dreadful summoners grace. — I am a man, 

More sinn'd against, than sinning. 


Kent. Alack, bare-headed ! 
Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel; 
Some friendship will it lend you *painst the 

| tempest; 

Repose you there: while I to this hard house, 
(More hard than is the stone whereof 'tis rais'd ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd me to come in,) return, and force 
Their scanted courtesy. 


Lear, My wits begin to turn. — 

Come on, my boy: How dost, my boy? Art 
cold? 

I am cold myself. — Where is: this straw, my 
fellow ? 

The art of our necessities is strange, 

That can make vile things precious. Come, your 
hoyel, 

Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my 
heart | 

That's sorry yet for thee. 


Fool. He that has a little tiny wit, -— 


With heigh, ho, the wind and the rain, —- 
Must make content with his fortunes fit; 
Tor the ran it raineth every day. 
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Lear. True, my good boy. — Come, bring us 
to this hovel. [| Exeunt LEA and Kerr, 


Fool. This is a brave night to cool a courtezan, 
— III speak a prophecy ere I go: 

When priests are more in word than matter; 
When brewers mar their malt with water; 
When nobles are their tailors' tutors ; 
No hereticks burn'd, but wenches' suitors: 
When every case in law is right; 
No squire in debt, nor no poor knight; 
When slanders do not live in tongues; 
Nor cut-purses come not to throngs; 
When usurers tell their gold i the field; 
And bawds and whores do churches build ;— 
Then sball the realm of Albion 
Come to great confusion. 
Then comes the time, who lives to see it, 
That going shall be us'd with feet. 


This prophecy Merlin shall make; for I live be- 
fore his time. [Exit, 


SCENE III. 


A Room in Gloster's Castle. 


Enter Glos TER, and EDMUND. 


Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, TI like not this un- 
natural dealing: When I desired their leave that 
] might pity him, they took from me the use of 
mine own house; charged me, on pain of their 
perpetual displeasure, neither to speak of him, 
entreat for him, nor any way sustain him. 

Edm. Most savage, and unnatural! 

Glo. Go to; say you nothing: There is divi- 
$10n between the dukes; and a worse matter than 


that: IT have received a letter this night; — 'tis 


\ 
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dangerous to be spoken; — I have Jock'd the let- 
ter in my closet: these injuries the king now 
bears will be revenged home; there is part of a 
power already footed: we mnst incline to the 
king. I will seek bim, and privily relieve him: 
go you, and maintain talk with the duke, that m 

charity be not of him perceived: If be ask for 
me, I am ill, and gone to bed. If I die for it, as 
no lels is threaten'd me, the king my old master 
must be relieved. There is some strange thing 
toward, Edmund; pray you, be careful. [Extt. 


Edm. This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the duke 
Tnstantly know ; and of that letter too: — 
This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me 
That which my father loses: no Jeſs than all: 
The younger rises, when the old doth fall. [Exit. 


N 


A part of the heath, with a hovel. 
Enter LEAR, Kent, and Fool, 


Kent, Here is the place, my lord; good my 
lord, enter: 
The tyranny of the open night's too rough 
For nature to endure. [Storm still. 
Lear. Let me alone. 
Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 
Lear. Wilt break my heart ? 
Kent, I'd rather break mine own: Good my 
lord, enter. 
Lear, Thou think'st *tis much, that this con- 
N tentious storm 
Invades us to the skin: so 'tis to thee; 
But where the greater malady is tix'd, 
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The lesser is scarce felt. 'Thou'dst shun a bear: 

But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea, 

Thou'dst meet the bear i' the mouth. When the 
mind's free, | 

The body's delicate: the tempest in my mind 

Doth from my senses take all feeling else, 

Save what beats there. — Filial ingratitude! 

1s it not as this mouth should tear this hand, 

For lifting food to't? — But 1 will punish 
home: — 

No, I will weep no more. — In such a night 

Jo shut me out! — Pour on; I will endure; — 

In such a night as this! O Regan, Goneril! — 

Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave you 
all, — | 

O, that way madneſs lies; let me shun that 

No more of that, — 


Kent. Good my Jord, enter here. 


Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyself; seek thine own 
ease ; 
This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more. — But III go 
in; — 
In, boy; go first. — [to the Fool.} You houseleſs 
poverty, — 
Nay, get thee in. III pray, and then I'Il sleep. — 
| 1 25 | [Fool goes in. 
Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitileſs storm, 
How shall your houseleſs heads, and unfed sides, 
Your loop'd and window'd raggedneſs, defend 
, ou 
From seasons such as these? O, I have ta'en 
Too little care of this! Take physick, pomp; 
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel; 
That thou may'st sbake the superflux to them, 
And shew the beayens more just. 
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Eds. [within.) Fathom and half, fathom and 
half! Poor Tom! nn 
[The Fool runs out from the hovel. 
Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, bere's a spirit. 
Help me, help me! | | | 
Kent. Give me thy hand. — Who's there? 
Fool, A spirit, a spirit; he says his name's poor 


Tom. | 
Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there i 


the straw ? 
Come forth. | 


Enter Epoan, diszuized as a Madman, 


Eds. Away! the foul fiend follows me! — 

Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold 
wind. — 
Humph! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Lear. Hast thou given all to thy two daughters? 
And art thou come to this ? 

Eds. Who gives any thing to poor Tom ? whom 
the foul hend hath led throngh fire and through 
flame, through ford and whirlpool, over bog and 
quagmire; that bath laid knives under his pillow, 
and halters in his pew; set ratsbane by his por- 
ridge; made him proud of heart, to ride on a bay 
trotting horse over four-inch'd bridges, to course 
his own shadow for a traitor: — Blels thy five 


wits! Tom's a-cold; — O, do de, do de, do de. — - 
Blels thee from whirlwinds, star- blasting, and 


taking! Do poor Tom some charity, whom the 
fou] head vexes: There could IJ have him now, — 


and there, — and there, — and there again, and 


there. [Storm still. 
Lear. What, have his daughters brought him 
to this pals ? — 


Could'st thou save nothing? Didst mou give 


them all 7 , 


| 
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Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had 
been all shamed. 

Lear, Now, all the plagues that in the pen- 

dulous air 1 
Hang fated o'er wow's faults, light on thy daugh- 
ters! a 
Kent. He bath no daughters, sir. 
Lear, Death, traitor! nothing could have sub- 
du'd nature | 

To such a lowneſs, but his unkind daughters. — 
Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flesb ? 
Judicious punishment ! 'twas this flesh begot 
Those pelican daughters. 

Edg. Pillicock sat on pillicock's-bill ; — 
Halloo, halloo, loo, loo! 

Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools 
and madmen. | 

Edg. Take heed o' the foul fiend: Obey thy 
parents; keep thy word justly ; swear not; com- 
mit not with man's sworn spouse; set not thy 
sweet heart on proud array: Tom's a-cold. 

Lear. What hast thou been ? | 

Edg. A serving man, proud in heart and mind; 
that curl'd my hair; wore gloves in my cap, 
served the lust of my mistrels's heart, and did the 
act of darkneſs with her; swore as many oaths as 
I spake words, and broke them in the sweet face 
of heaven: one, that slept in the contriving of 
lust, and waked to do it: Wine loved I deeply; 
dice dearly; and in woman, out-paramour'd the 
Turk: False of heart, light of ear, bloody of 
hand; Hog in sloth, fox in slealth, wolf in gree- 
dinels, dog in madnels, lion in prey. Let not 
the creaking of shoes, nor the rustling of silks, 
betray thy poor beart to women: Keep thy foot 
out of brothels, thy hand out of (qty thy 
pen from lenders' books, and defy the foul hend. 
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— Still through the hawthorn blows the cold 
wind: Says 8uum, mun, ha no nonny, dolphin 
my boy, my boy, sessa; let bim trot by. 

- [Storm still. 

Lear. Why, thou were better in thy grave, 
than to answer with thy uncoyer'd body this ex- 
tremity of the skies. — Is man no more than this? 
Consider him well: Thou owest the worm no 
silk, the beast no hide, the sheep no wool, the 
cat no perfume: — Ha! here's three of us are 
sophisticated! — Thou art the king itself: unac- 
commodated man is no more but such a poor, 
bare, forked animal as thou art. — Off, off, you 
lendings: -— Come; unbutton here. — 

[tearing off his cloaths. 

Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented; this is a 
naughty night to swim in. — Now a little lire in 
a will field were like an old letcher's heart; a - 
small spark, all the rest of his body cold, — Look, 
here comes a walking hre. 

Edg. This is the foul fend Flibbertigibbet: he 
begins at curfew, and walks till the first cock; be 
gives the web and the pin, squints the eye, and 
makes the harelip; mildews the white wheat, 
and hurts the poor creature of earth. 


Saint Withold footed thrice the wold ; 


He met the night-mare, and her nine-fold ; 
Bid her alight, 
And her troth plight, 


And, Arount thee, witch, aroint thee ! 


Kent. How fares your grace ? 


Enter GrosTer, with a torch. 


Lear. What's he? 
Kent, Who's there? What is't you seek? 


Glo. What are you there? Your names # 
L * 
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Edg. Poor Tom; th 


the toad, the tadpole 


water; that in the fu 
foul fend ragcs, eats 0 
lows the old rat, and 
green mantle of the sta 
from tything to tythi 
and imprison'd; WhO 
back, six shirts to hi. 
Weapon to wear, — 


But mice, and rat, 
Have veen Tom's | 


Beware my follower : 
thou lien 
Glo. What, hath | 
pany ? 
Edg. The prince of 
Modo he's call'd, and 
Glo. Our flesh and 1 
vile, 


That it doth hate what 
Eds. Poor Tom's a- 


Glo. Go in with me 
To obey in all your da 
Though their injunctio 
And let this tyrannous 
Yet have I ventur'd to 
And bring you where | 


Lear. First let me 
pher: — 
What is the cause of t 
Kent. My good lord, 
Go into the house. 
Lear. I'll talk a wo 
Theban ; - 
What is your study? 


om; that cats the swimming frog, 
tadpole, the wall-newt, and the 
the fury of bis heart, when the 
„ eats cow - dung Tor sallets; swal- 
at, and the ditchdog; drinks the 
the standing pool; who is whipp'd 
o tything, and stock'd, punisb'd, 
; who hath had three suits to his 
s to his body, horse to ride, and 
al, — 


and rats, and such small. deer, 
Tom's food for seven long year. 


lower: — Peace, Smolkin; peace, 
ou fiend ! | 

| hath your grace no better com- 
ny ? 

ince of darkneſs is a gentleman ;' 
'd, and Mahu. 


h and blood, my lord, is grown 80 
le 

its what gets it. 

'om's a-cold. 


vith me; my duty cannot suffer 
your daughters' hard commands: 
njunction be to bar my doors, 
rannous night take hold upon you; 
tur'd to come seek you out, 
where both fire and food is ready. 


let me talk with this philoso- 
ner: — 
use of thunder? 
od. lord, take bis offer; 
use. 
Ik a word with this same learned 
heban ; — | x 


;tudy ? | 
F Eds. 


* * * * 1 
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Edg. How to prevent the fie 
. vermin. | 
Lear, Let me ask you one wo! 
Kent. Importune him once n 
lord, | 
His wits begin to unsettle. 
Glo. Canst thou blame him? 
His daughters seek his death: — 


Kent! — 
He said it would be thus: — 
man! — © | 
Thou say'st, the king grows ma 
friend, 


T am almost mad myself: I had a 

Now out-law'd from my blood 
8 life, Tod 

But lately, very late; I loy'd hin 

No father his son dearer: true te 


The grief hath craz'd my wits. 
82 this! 

I do beseech your grace, — 

Lear. O, cry you mercy, 

Noble pbilosopher, your compan 


Edg. Tom's a-cold, 
Glo. In, fellow, there, to t 
thee warm. 
Lear. Come, let's in all. 
Kent. This way, my lord. 
Lear. With him; 
I will keep still with my philosc 


Kent, Good my lord, sooth h 
the fellow, 

Glo. Take him you on, 

Kent. Sirrah, come on; go alo 

Lear, Come, good Athenian, 

Glo. No words, no words; hn 
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the fiend, and to kill 


one word in private. 
once more to go, my 


. 
him ? Vs 
eath: — Ah, that good 


nus: — Poor banisb'd 
ws mad; T' tell thee, 


I bad a son, 
7 blood; he "AT my 


bd him, friend, — 

true to tell thee, 
[Storm still, 

y wits, What a night's 


Y 
company. 


e, to the hovel: keep 


l. 
Id, 


philosopher. 
z00th him; let him take 
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Edg. Poor Tom; that cats the swimming frog, 
the toad, the tadpole. the Wall- newt, and the 
water; that in the fury of bis heart, when the 
foul feud rages, eats cow - dung for sallets; swal— 
lows the old rat, and the ditchdog; drinks the 
green mantle of the standing pool; who is whipp'd 
from tything to tything, and stock'd, punisb'd, 
and imprisou'd; who hath had three suits to his 
back, six shirts to his body, horse to ride, and 
weapon to wear, — 


But mice, and rats, and suck mall deer, 
Have bcen Tom's food for seuen long year. 


Beware my follower: — Peace, Smolkin; peace, 
thou fiend ! 
Glo. What, hath your grace no better com- 
pany ? 
Edg. The prince of darkneſs is a gentleman ;' 
Modo he's call'd, and Mahu. 


Glo. Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown 80 
vile 
That it doth hate what pets it. 


Eds. Poor Tom's a-cold. 


Glo. Go in with me; my duty cannot suffer 
To obey in all your daughters' hard commands : 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors, 

And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you; 
Yet have I ventur'd to come seek you out, 
And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 


Lear. First let me talk with this philoso- 


her ; — 
What 1s the cause of thnnder? 


Kent. My good lord, take his offer; 
Go into the house. 


Lear. I'll talk a word with this same learned 
Theban ; — 


What is your study? 
F F Eds. 
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Fdg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill 
N vermin. 
Lear. Let me ask you one word in private. 
Kent. l him once more to go, my 
lor 
His wits begin to unsettle. 
Glo. Canst thou blame him? 
His daughters Seek bis death: — Ah, that good 


Kent! — 

He said it would be thus: — Poor banish'd 
man! — 

Thou say'st, the king grows mad; III tell thee, 
friend, 


I am almost mad myself: I bad a son, 
Now out-law'd from my blood; he sought my 
gs life, 
But lately, very late; I lov'd him, friend, — 
"No father his son dearer: true to tell thee, 
[Storm still. 
The grief hath craz d my wits, What a night's 
this! 
I do beseech your grace, — 


Lear. O, cry you mercy, 
Noble pbilosopher, your company. 


Edg. Tom's a-cold. 
Glo. In, fellow, there, to the horel: keep 
thee warm. 
Lear, Come, let's in all. 
Kent, This way, my lord, 
Lear. With him; 
Iwill keep till with my philosopher. 


Kent, Good my lord, sooth him; let him take 
the fellow, > 

Glo. Take him you on, 

Kent. Sirrah, come on; go along with us, 

Lear, Come: good Athenian, 

Glo. No words, no words; hub. 


Vol. VII. 0 


a N 

1 76 KING LEAR. 

. 

| ny Edg. Child Rowland to the dark tower came, 


His word was still, — Fie, foh, and ſum, 
1 smell the blood of a British man. [Exeunt, 


1 SCENE V. 
AF A Room in Gloster's Castle. 


Euter ConnNwaALL, and EDMUND, 


Corn. I will have my revenge, ere I depart his 
house. 

Edm. How, my lord, T may be censnred, that 
nature thus gives way to loyalty, something fears 
me to think of. 

Corn. I now perceive, it was not altogether 
your brother's evil disposition made him seek his 
death; but a provoking merit, set a-work by a re- 
proveable badnels in himself. | 
| Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that T must 
i repent to be just! This is the letter he spoke of, 
a which approves him an intelligent party to the 
; 
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advantages of France. O heavens; that this trea- 
| son were not, or not I the detector! | 
fl, Corn. Go with me to the dutchels. 

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, 
you have mighty busineſs in hand | 

Corn. True, or false, it hath made thee earl of 
Gloster. Seck out where tby father is, that he 
may be ready for our apprehension, f 
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FEdm. [Aside.) If I find him comforting the king, 
it will stuff bis suspicion more fully, — I will 
persevere in my course of loyalty, though the con- 
flict be 8ore between that and my blood. 

Corn. I will lay trust upon thee; and thou shalt 
find a dearer father in my love. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE VI. 


A Chamber in a Farm-house, adjoining the Castle. 
Enter Gr.ostzn, LEA, Kent, Fool, and Epox. 


Glo. Here is better than the open air; take it 
thankfully: I Will piece out the comfort with 
what addition I can: I will not be long from 

ou. 

Kent. All the power of his wits has given way 
to his impatience: — The gods reward your kind- 
nels! Exit Gr.osTtza. 

Edg. Frateretto calls me; and tells me, Nero 
is an angler in the lake of darkneſs. Pray, inno- 
cent, and beware the foul fiend. Fi 
Tool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, whetber a mad- 
man be a genileman, or a yeoman? | 

Lear. A king, a king! 

Fool. No; he's a yeoman, that has a gentleman 
to his son: for he's a mad yeoman, that sees his 
Son a gentleman before him, 

Lear. To bave a thousand with red burning 

spits , 
Come hizzing in upon them: — 

Edg. The toul fiend bites my back. 

Fool. He's mad, that trusts in the tameneſg of 
a wolf, a horse's health, a boy's love, or a whore's 
oath. 


Lear. It shall be done, I will arraign them 
| straight: — 
Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer ; — 
[!o Edgar. 
Thou, sapient sir, sit here. (To the Fool.] — Now, 
you she foxes! -— 


Edg. Look, where he stands and glares! — 
Wantest thou eyes at trial, m.adam? 


O2 
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Come o'er the bourn, Bessy, to me: = 
Fool. Her boat hath a leak, 
And she must not speak 
N hy She dares not come over to thee, 


Fds. The foul fiend baunts poor Tom in the 
voice of a niglitingale. Hopdance cries in Tom's 
belly for two white herring. Croak not, black 
angel; I have no food for thee. | 

Kent, Ilow do you, sir.? Stand you not $0 

amez'd : | 
Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions ? 
Lear. Vil see their trial first: — Briag in the 
evidence. — 
Thou robed man of justice, take thy place; — 
[To Edgar. 
And thou, his yoke fellow of equity, [To the Fool. 
Bench by his side: — You are of the commission, 
Sit you too. (To Kent. 
Edg. Let us deal justly, | 


Sleepest, or wakest thou, jolly Shepherd ? 
Thy Sheep be in the corn; 

And for one blast of thy minikin mouth, 
Thy sheep shall take no harm, 


Pur! the cat is grey. 

Lear. Arraign her first; *tis Goneril. I here 
take my oath before this honourable assembly, 
she kick'd the poor king ber father. 

Fool. Come hither, mistrels; Is your name 

Goneril? | | 

Lear. She cannot deny it. 

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint- 

stool. 

Lear. And bere's another, whose warp'd Jooks 

proclaim . 
What store her heart is made of. — Stop her 
there! | 
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Arms, arms, sword, lire! — Corruption in the 
lace! 
False adobe; why hast thou let ber 'scape ? 

Eds, Blels thy five wits! 

Kent. O pity! — Sir, where is the patience 

now, 
That you so oft have boaeted to retain ? 

Edg. My tears begin to take his part 80 much, 
They'll mar my counterfeitivg. LAnide. 

Lear. The little dogs and all, 

Trays Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see, they bark at 
| me, 

Ede. Tom will throw his head at them: — A- 
vaunt, you curs!“ 

Be thy mouth or black or white, 

Tooth that poisons if it bite; 

Mastiff, grey-hound, mnugrel grim, 

Hound, or spaniel, brache, or lym; 

Or bobtail tike, or trundle-tail; 

Tom will make them weep and wall: 

For, with throwing thus my head, 

Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 
Do de, de de. Sessa. Come, march to wakes 
and fairs, and market towns: — Poor Tom, thy 
hora is dry. 

Lear, Then let them anatomize Regan, see 
what breeds about her heart: Is there any cause 
in nature, that makes these hard hearts? — You, 

sir, I entertain you for one of my hundred; only, 
I do not like the fashion of your garments: you 
will say, tbey are Persian attire z ; but let them be 
changed. [to Edgar. 

Kent, Now, good my lord, lie here, and rest 

awhile. 

Lear. Make no noise, make no noise; draw 
the curtains: So, so, 80; We'll go to su, per i 
the morning: So, $0, 80. 

Fool, And Fl go to bed at noon, 
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Re-enter GLOSTHRn. 


Glo. Come hither, friend: Where is the king 
my master? ä 
Kent. Here, sir; but trouble him not, his wits 
| are gone. 2 5 
Glo. Good friend, I pr'ythee take him in thy 
arms z 
J have v%er-heard a plot of death upon him: 
There i» a litter ready; lay him in't, 
And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou sbalt 
meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy 
master: 
If thou should'st dally half an hour, his life, 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in assured loſs; Take up, take up; 
And follow me, that will to some provision 
Give thee quick conduct. 


[Kent. Oppressed nature sleeps: — 
This rest might yet have balm'd thy broken 
| senses, 
Which, if convenience will not allow, 
Stand in hard cure. — Come, help to bear th 
master; ö 
Thou must not stay behind. [To the Fool. 
Glo. Come, come, away. 
[Exeunt KN, GLosTEk, and the Fool, bearing 


off the king, 
Edg. When we our betters see bearing our 
woes, 


We scarcely think our miseries our foes, , 
Who alone suffers, suffers most i' the mind; 
Leaving free things, and happy shows, behind: 
But then the mind much sufferance doth o'erskip, 
When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship, 
How light and portable my pain seems now, 


” 
— ee ee eo ee Eos 


KING LEAR. 81 


When that, which makes me bend, makes the 
king bow; 

He cbilded, as I father'd! — Tom, away: 

Mark the bigh noiscs; and thyself bewray, 
When false opinion, whose wrong thought de- 

| files thee, 

In thy just proof, repeals, and reconciles thee. 

VV hat will bap more to-night, safe scape the king! 
Lurk, Lurk.} [ Ext, 


S CEN E VII. 


A Room in Gloster's Castle. 


Enter Connwarr, Becan, Goneri., EpmunD, and 
Servants. 


Corn. Post speedily to my lord your husband; 
shew him this letter: — the army of France is 
landed: — Seek out the villain Gloster. 

[Exeunt some of the servants. 

Reg. Hang him instantly. 

Gon. Pluck out his eyes. 

Corn, Leave him to my displeasure. — Ed- 
mund, keep you our sister company; the revenges 


we are bound to take upon your traitorous father, 


are not fit for your beho}diug. Advise the duke, 


where you are going, to a most festinate prepar 
ration; we are bound to the like. Our posts shall 
be swift, and intelligent betwixt us. Farewel, 
dear sister; — farewel, my lord of Gloster. 


Emer Steward, 


How now ? Where's the king? 


Stew, My lord of Gloster hath convey'd bim 
hence: : 


— —u— — 0 — * mum 25 


8² KING LE AR. 


Some five or six and thirty of his knights, 
Hot questrists after him, met him at gate; 
Who, with some other of the lord's dependants, 
Are gone with him towards Dover; where they 
boast 
To have well-armed friends, 
Corn. Get horses for your mistreſs. 
Gon. Farewel, sweet lord, and sister. 
| | -[Exeunt Goxntrir, and EDmunD. 
Corn. Edmund, farewel. — Go, séek the traitor 
SGloster, | 
Pinion him like a thief, bring hiia before us: 
[Exeunt other Servants. 
Though well we may not paſs upon his life 
Without the form of justice; yet our power 
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not control, Who's there? The 
traitor ? | 


Re-enter Servants, with GTLosrER. 


Reg. Ingrateful fox! *tis he. 
Corn, Bind fast his corky arms. 
Glo. What mean your graces? — Good my 
a friends, consider 
You are my guests: do me no foul play, friends. 
Corn. Bind him, I ay. [Servants bind him. 
Reg. Hard, burd: — O filthy traitor! 
Glo. Unmerciful lady as you are, I am none. 
Corn. To this chair bind him: — Villain, thou 
shalt find — [Regan plucks his beard. 
Glo. By the kind gods, 'tis most ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. 
Reg. So white, and such a traitor! 
Glo. Naughty lady, 
These hairs, which thou dost ravish from my 
chin, 3 
Will quicken, and accuse thee; I am your host; 
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With robbers' hands, my hospitable favours 

You sbould not ruffle thus, What will you do? 

Corn. Come, sir, what letters had you late | 
from France ? 

Reg. Be simple-answer'd, for we know the 

truth. 

Corn. And what confederacy have you with 

the traitors 
Late footed in the kingdom ? 
Reg. To whose bands have you sent the luna- 
tick king? 
Speak. 

Glo. J have a letter guessing]y set down, 
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart, 
And not from one oppos'd. 

Corn, -Cunning., 

Reg. And fakes. 

8 Where hast thou sent the king ? 

Gln. To Dover. 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover? 

Wast thou not charg'd at peri] — 

Corn. Wherefore to Dover? Let him first an- 

swer that. 

Glo. T am ty'd to the stake, and I must stand 

the course. 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover? 

Glo. Because I would not see thy cruel nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes; nor thy fierce sister 
In his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs. 

The sea, with such a storm as his bare head 


In hell-black night endur'd, would have buoy'd 


up, 
And quench'd the stelled fires: yet, poor old 
beart, 
He holp the heavens to rain. 8 
If wolves had at thy gate howl'd that stern time, 
Thou should'st have said, Gogd porter, turn the 
key s 
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All cruels else subscrib'd: — But I $shall see 


The winged vengeance overtake such children. 
Corn. See it shalt thou never: — Fellows, hold 
the chair: — 
Upon these eyes of thine I'll set my foot. 
[Gloster is held down in his chair, while Corn- 


wall plucks out one of his eyes, and sets his 
oot on. it. 


Glo. He, that will think to live till he be old, 
Give me some help: — O cruel! O ye gods! 
Reg. One side will mock another; the other 
too. ; 
Corn. If you see vengeance, — 
Serv. Hold your hand, my lord: 
T have serv'd you ever since I was a child; 
Bur better service have I never done you, 
Thau now to bid you hold. 
Reg. How now, you dog? 
Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 
T'd shake it on this . What do you mean? 


Corn. My villain! [draws, and runs at him. 
Serv. Nay, then come on, aud take the chance 
of anger. 


draus. They fig ght. Cornwall is wounded. 


Reg. Give me thy sword. — [to another Serv. ] 
A peasant stand up thus! 
[snatches a sword, comes behind, and stabs him. 


Serv, O, I am slain! — My lord, yet have you 


one eye left 


To see some mischief on. him: — O! [ dies, 
Corn. Lest it see more, prevent it: — Out, 
vile jelly! 


Where is thy lustre now ? 
[ Tears out Gloster's other oye, and throws it 
on the ground. 
Glo. All dark and comfortleſs. — Where's my 
son Edmund? 
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Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature, 
To quit this horrid act. 
Reg. Out, treacherous villain! 
Thou call'st on him that hates thee: it was he 
That made the overture of thy treasons to us; 
Who is too good to pity thee, 
Glo. O my follies! 
Then Edgar was abus'd, — | 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him! 
Reg. Go, thrust him out at gates, and let him 
smell | 
His way to Dover, — How 1s't, my lord? How 
look you ? 
Corn. J have receiv'd a hurt: — Follow me, 
lady. — 
Turn out that eye]els villain; — throw this slave 
Upon the dunghill. — Regan, I bleed apace: 
Untimely comes this hurt: Give me your arm, 
[Exit Con xwWALL, led by ReGax; — Servants 
unbind GrosTrRr, and lead him out. 
I. Serv. I'll never care what wickedneſs I do, 
If this man come to good. | 
2. Serv: If she live long, 


And, in the end, meet the old course of death, 
Women will all turn monsters. 


1. Serv, Let's follow the old earl, and get the 
Bedlam 


To lead him where he would; his roguish mad- 
neſs 


Allows itself to any thing. 


2. Serv, Go thou; I'll fetch some flax, and 
* whites of eggs, 


To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help 
5 him! . [Exeunt $everally, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
The H Ea th. 


3 Enter EDGAR 
1 FRY Yet better thus, and known to be con- 

temn'd, 

Than still contomn d and flatter'd. To be worst, 

The lowest, and most dejected thing of fortune, 

Stands still in esperance, lives not in fear: 

'The lamentable chauge 1 is from the best; 

The worst returns to laughter. Welcome then, 

Thou unsubstantial air, that I embrace! 

The wretch, that thou hast blown unto the worst, 

Owes nothing to thy blasts. — But who comes 
ere? — 


Enter GLOSTER, led by an old man. 


My father, poorly led? — World, world, O 
world! 
But that thy strange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to a 
Old Man. O ty good , PE I bave been your 
tenant, and your father's tenant, these fourscore 
ears. 
Glo. Away, get thee away; good friend, be 
one: 
Thy 1 do me no good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. 
Old Man, Alack, sir, you cannot see your way. 
Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no 
eyes; 


r 
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I stumbled when I saw: Full oft 'tis seen, 
Our mean secufes us; and our meer deſects 
Prove our commodities. — Ah, dear son Edgar, 
The food of thy abused father's wrath ! 
Might 1 but live to see thee in my touch, 
I'd say, J had eyes again! 
Old Man. How now ? Who's there? 
Edg. [ Aside.] O gods! Who is't can au, J am 
at the worst? 
I am worse than e'er I was. 
Old Man Tis poor mad Tom. 
Edg. [Avide.) And worse I may be yet: The 
worst is not, 
So long as we can say, This is the worst. 
Old Man, Fellow, where goest ? 
Glo. Is it a beggar-man ? 
Old Man. Madman and beggar ton. | 
Glo, He has some reason, es be could not 
beg. 
VP the last night's storm I 8nch a fellow saw; 
Which made me think a man a worm: My son 
Came then into my mind; aud yet my mind 
Was then scarce friends with him: 1 have heard 
more since: 
As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods; 


They kill us for their sport. 


Eds. How ü should this be? — | 
Bad 10 the trade, that must play the fool to sor- 
> row, 
Ang'ring itself Fel,” others. [Aide] — Bleſs thee, 
master! 


Glo. Is that the naked fellow? 
Old Man. Ay, my lord. 


Glo. Then, pr'ythee, get thee gone: If, for my 
sake, 
Thou wilt o'ertake us, hence a mile or twain, 
I' the way to Dover, do it for ancient love; 
And bring some covering for this naked soul, 
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Whom I'll entreat to lead me. 
Old Man. Alack, sir, he is mad. 


Glo. Tis the times' plague, when madmen lead 
the blind: 


Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure; 


Above the rest, be gone. 
Old Man, I'll bring him the best *parrel that T 


have. 
Come on't what will. (Exit, 


Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow. 
Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold. — I cannot daub it 
furtt: er. 


Glo. Come hither, fellow. 
Edg. | Aside.] And yet I must. 
— Blels thy sweet eyes, they bleed. 
Glo. Know'st thou the way to Dover? 


Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way and foot- 
path. Poor. Tom hath been scared out of his 
ood wits: Bleſs the good man from the faul 
ßend! [Five hends bave been in poor Tom at 
once; of lust, as Obidicut; Hobbididance, prince 
of dumbnels : Mau, of stealing; Modo, of murder; 
and Flibbertigibbet, of mopping and mowing; who 
since possesses chamber-maids and waitingwomen. 
So, bleſs thee, master! 


Glo. Here, take this purse, thou whom the 
heaven's plagues 
Have humbled to all strokes: that T am wretched, 
Makes thee the happier: — Heavens, deal 80 still! 
Let the superfluous, and Just-dieted man, 
That slaves your ordinance, that will not see 
Because he doth not feel, feel your power quick- 
ly; 
So distribution should undo exceſs, | | 
And each man have enough. — Dost thou know 
Dover ? : 
Edg. Ay, master. 
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Glo. There is a cliff, whose high and bending 
head 


Looks fearfully in the confined deep: 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And I'll repair the misery thou dost bear, 


With something rich about me: from that place 
I sball no Jeadiog need, 


Edg. Give me thy arm; 


Poor Lom shall lead thee. LExeunt. 


S GK N II. 


Before the duke of Albany's Palace. 


Enter GoNnekit, and ErmunD; Steward meeting them, 


Gon. Welcome, my lord: I marvel, our mild 


husband 
Not met us on the way: — Now, where's your 
master ? - 
Stew, Madam, within; but never man 80 
chang'd : 


T told him of the army that was landed; 

He smil'd at it. I told him, you were coming; 

His answer was, The worse: of Gloster's trea- 
chery, 

And of the loyal service of his son, 

When I inform'd him, then be call'd me sot; 

And told me, I had turn'd the wrong side out: 

What most ” Should dislike, seems pleasant b 
- him; 


What like, offensive. 


Gon. Then shall you go no further. [to Eds, 
It is the cowish terror of his spirit, 


That dares not undertake: he'll not feel wrongs 
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Which tie him to an answer: Our wishes, on 


the way, 
May prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my bro- 
ther; 


Hasten his musters, and conduct his powers: 

I must change arms at home, and give the dis- 
taff 

Into my husband's hands. This trusty servant 

Shall 8 between us: ere long you are like to 
hear, 

If you dare venture in your own behalf, 

A mistresses command. Wear this; spare speech; 

[giving a favour, 

Decline your head: this kiſs, if it durst speak, 

Would stretch thy spirits up into the air; — 

Conceive, and fare thee well. 


Edm. Yours in the ranks of death. 


Gon. My most dear Gloster! [Exit Edmund, 
O, the difference of man, and man! To thee 
A woman's services are due; my fool 
Usurps my bed. 

Stew. Madam, here comes | my org. [Exze SteW. 


Enter 133 


Gon. I have been worth the whistle, 


Alb. O Goneril! 
You are not worth the dust which the rude wind 
Blows in your face. — I fear your disposition: 
[Chat nature, which contemns its origin, ; 
Zannot be border'd certain in itself; 
dhe that herself will sliver and disbranch 
Trom her material sap, perforce must wither, 
ind come to deadly use. 


Gon, No more; the text is foolish. 


Alb. Wisdom and goodneſs to the vile seem 


vile: 
; Fil ths 
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Filths savour but themselves. What have you 
done? | 

Tygers, not daughters, what have you perform'd ? 

A father, and a gracious aged man, | 

Whose reverence the head-lugg'd bear would lick, 

Most barbarous, most degenerate! have you mad- 

| ded, 

Could my good brother suffer you to do it? 

A man, a prince, by him so benefited ? 

If that the heavens do not their visible spicits 

Send quickly down to tame these vile offences, 

It will come, 

Humenity must perforce prey on itself, 

Like monsters of the deep. 

Gon. Milk-liver'd man ! 

That bear'st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs; | 

Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning 

Thine honour from thy suffering; that not 
know'st, 


Fools do those villains pity, who are punish'd 


Ere they have done their mischief, Where's thy 
drum? | 
France spreads his banners in our noiseleſs land; 
With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats; 
Whilst thou, a moral tool, sit'st still, and cry'st, 
Alack! why does he $0? 
Alb. See thyself, devil! 

Proper deformity serms not in the fiend 
So horrid, as in woman. 

Gon. O vain fool! | 

Alb. Thou changed and self-coyer'd thing, for 

| shame, | 

Be-monster not tby feature. Were it my fitnels 
To let these hands obey my blood, 
They are apt enough to dislocate and tear 
Thy flesh and bones: — Howe'er thon art a fiend, 
A woman's shape doth shield thee, 

Gon. Marry, your manbood now! — 
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Enter a Messen ger. 


Alb. What news? 
Mes. O my good lord, the duke of Cornwall's 
dead; 
Slain by his servant, going to put out 
To otber eye of Gloster. 
Alb. Gloster's eyes! 
Mes. A servant that he bred, thrill'd with re- 
morse, 
Oppos'd against the act, bending his sword 
To his great master; who, thereat enrag'd, 
Flew ou him, and amongst them feil'd him dead: 
But not without that harmful stroke, which since 
Hath pluck'd bim after. 
Alb. This shews you are above, 
You justicers, that these our nether crimes 
So epecdily can venge! — But, O poor Gloster! 
Lost he his other eye ? | 
Mes. Both, both, my lord. — | 
This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer; 
*Tis from your k sister. 
Gon, [Aside.] One way Like this well; 
But being widow,.aud my Gloster with ber, 


May all the building in my fancy pluck 


Upon my hateful lite: Another way, 
The news is not so tart, — Fl! read, and answer. 
| Eait. 
Alb. Where was his son, when they ad take 
his eyes ? 
Mes. Come with my lady hither, 
Alb. He is not here. 
Mes. No, my good lord; I met him back again. 
Alb. Knows be the wickednels? 
Mes. Ay, my good lord; 'twas he inform'd a- 
alust him; 
And quit the house on purpose, that their pu- 
nishment 
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Migbt have the freer course. 
Alb. Goster, 1 hive : 
To thank then for the love thou shew'dst the 


95 


king, 
Aud to revenge thine eyes. — Come hither, 
friend; | 
Tell me what moe thou knoweit, [ Exceunt, 


[SCENE II. 


The French Camp, near Dover. 
Enter KenT, and a Gentleman. 


Kent, Why the king of Frence is so suddenly 
gong back know you the reason? 
Gent, Someihi; 34 le left perfect f in the state, 
Which since bis coming forth is thonght of; 
v JF ch 


Imports to the bine, m eso much fear and danger, 
That his persor dal return was most roguir'd and 
Dese -s Vs 
Kent, Why hath he left behind him general? 
Gent. The Mareschal of Frauce, Monsienr le 
Fer. 
Kent. Did your letters pierce the queen to any 
demonstration of grief? 
Cent. Ay, sir; ebe took them, read them in my 
rexencet 
And now DE then an ample tear trill'd down 
Her delicate check: it seem'd, she was a queen 
Over her passion; who, most rebel-like, 
Sought to be king O'ET het: 
Kent. O, then tt mov d her, 
Gent, Not to a rage: patience and sorrow 
s$trove 


Who should exprels her goodliest. You have seen 
F< 


/ 
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Enter a Messenger. 


Alb. What news? 
Mes. O my good lord, the duke of Cornwall's 
dead; 
Slain by his servant, going to put out 
To other eye of GIOvtor, 
Alb. Gloster's eyes! 
Mes. A servant that he bred, thrill'd with re- 
morse, 
Oppos'd against the act, bending his sword 
To his great master; who, thereat enrag'd, 
Flew ou him, and amongst them feil'd Chem dead: 
But not without that harmful stroke, which since 
Hath pluck' d him after. 
Alb. This shews you are above, 
You justicers, that these onr nether crimes 
So speedily can venge! — But, O poor Gloster! 
Lost he his other eye ? 
Mes. Both, both, my lord. — 
This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer; 
"Tis from your k sister. 
Gon, [Aside.] One way T ike this well; 
But being widow, and my Gloster with ber, 
May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful lite: Another way, 
The news 18 not so tart, — Fl read, and answer. 
Ha it. 
Alb. Where was his son, when they ad take 
his eyes ? 
Mes. Come with my lady hither. 
Alb. He is not here. 
Mes. No, my good lord; I met him back again, 
Alb. Knows he the wickadnals? 
Mes. Ay, my good lord; 'twas he inform'd a- 
gaiust him; | 
And quit the house on purpose, that their pu- 
nishment 


93 
Migbt bave the freer course. 

Alb. Gloster, I hve : 
To, thank thee for the love thou shew'dst the 


king, 
And to revenge thine eyes. — Come hither, 
| friend; | 
Tell me what more thou knowest. [ Exeunt, 


[SCENE II. 


The French Camp, near Dover. 
Enter KEN, and a Gentleman. | 


Kent, Why the king of Frence is so suddenly 
gone back know you the reazon ? 
Gent. Something he left imperfect in the state, 
Which since bis coming forth is thought of; 
which | 
Imports to the kingdom so much fear and danger, 
That his personal return was most reguir'd and 
: NeceeSIrY, ; 
Kent, Who hath he left behind him general? 
Gent. The Mareschal of Frauce, Monsieur le 
Fer. | 
Kent. Did your letters pierce the queen to any 
demonstration of grief? | ; 
Cent. Ay, sir; ebe took them, read them in my 
resence; | | 
And now FR pt oe an ample tear trill'd down 
Her delicate check: it seem'd, she was a queen 
Over her passion; who, most rebel. like, 
Sought to be king o'er ber. 
Kent. O, then it mov'd her, 
Gent, Not to a rage: patience and sorrow 
s$trove | 


Who should expreſs ber goodliest. You have seen 
; P $i 
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Sunshine and rain at once: her smiles and tears 
Were like a better May: Those happy smiles, 
That play'd on her ripe lip, seem'd not to know , 
What guests were in her eyes; which parted 
thence, 
As pearls from diamonds dropp'd. — Jn brief, 
sorrow 
Would be a rarity most belov'd, if all 8 
Could so become it. 
Kent. Made she no verbal question? 
Gent, Faith, once, or twice, she beay'd the 
name of father 
Pantingly forth, as if it preſs'd her heart; 3 
Cry dr. Sisters g Sears! — Shame of ladies! Sisters ! 
Kent ! | father; sisters! What? ithe Storm ? i' le 
night : ? 
Let pity not be believed! — There she shook 
The boly water from her heavenly eyes, 
Aud clamour moisten'd ; then awavy she started 
To deal with grief alone. | 
Kent. It is the stars, 5 
The stars above us, govern our conditions ; 
Else one self mate and mate could not beget 
Such different issues. You spoke not with her 
; since ? 
Gent. No. 
Kent. Was this before the king return'd ? 
Gent. No, since, 
Kent: Well, sir; The poor Mieten Lear is 
ithe town; 
Who 80metime, in his better tains, remembers 
What we are come about, aud by no means 
Will yield to see his daughter. 
Gent. Why, good sir? 
Kent. A sovereign shame 50 elbows him: his 
own unkindnela, 
That stripp'd her from his benediction, turn'd ber | 
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights 
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To his dog-hearted daughters, — these things 
| stin 
His mind so venomously, that burning shame 
Detains him from Cordelia. 
Gent. Alack, poor gentleman ! 


\ 


Kent, Of Albany's and Coruwall's powers you 5 


heard not? 
Gent, "Tis so; they are afoot. 


Kent, Well, sir, Vil bring you to our master 


Lear, 0 
And leave you to attend him: some dear cause 
Will in concezlment wrap me up awhile; 
When I am known aright, you shall not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go 
Along with me.} [Exeunt, 


* 


$ A n 


The same. A Tent. 
Enter ConprIIA, Physician, and Soldiers. 


Cor, Alack, tis he; why, he was met even 
now | 
As mad as the vex'd sea: singing aloud; 
Crown'd with rank fumiter, and furrow weeds, 
With harlocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-{lowers, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds tbat grow 

In our 8ustainieg corn. — A century send forth; 
Search every acre in the high-grown field, 


Aud bring him to our eye. [Exit an Officer. — 


VV hat can man's wisdom do, 
In the restoring his bereaved sense? 
He, that helps him, take all my outward worth.“ 
Ply. There is means, madam : | 
Our toster-nurse of nature is repose, 


— 
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The which he lacks; that to provoke in him, 
Are meny simples operative, Whose power 
| Will close the eye of anguish. N 
. Cor. All blest secrets, 
All you unpublish'd virtues of the earth, 
Spring with my tears! be aidant, and remediate, 
In the good man's distreſs! — Seek, seek for him; 
Lest his ungovern'd rage dissolve the life 
That wants the meaus to lead it. 


Enter a Messenger, 


Mes. News, madam; | 8 

The Britisb powets are marching hitherward. 
Cor. "Vis known before; our preparation stands 

In expectation of them. — O dear father, 

It is thy busineſs that I go about; 

Therefore great France 

My mourning, and important tears, hath pitied. 

No blown embiticn doth our arms incite, 

But love, dear love, and our ag'd father's right: 

Soon may J hear, and see him! [ Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 


A Room in Gloster's Castle. 
Enter REG AN, and Steward, 


Reg, But are my brother's powers set forth? 
Stew, Ay, madam, : 
Reg. Himself 
In person the: 0? 
Flew, Madam, with much ado; 
Your sister is the better soldier. 
Reg..Lord Edmund spake not with your lord 
| at home? 
Stew, No, madam. 
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Reg. What mie imporr my k sister's letter to 


him 
Stew. I know not, lady. 
Reg. Faith, he is posted hence on serious 
motter. p 
It was great ignorance, Gloster's eyes being out, 
To let him live; where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts against us: Edmund, I think, is gona, 
In pity of his misery, to dispatch 
His nighted life; moreover, to descry 
The strength o' the enemy, | 
Stew, I must needs after him, madam, with my 
| letter. | 
Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow ; stay 
with us; . 
The ways are dangerous. 
Stew, I may not, madam ; | 
My lady charg'd my duty in this busineſs. 
Reg. Why should she write to Edmund? Might 
not you | 
Transport ber purposes by word? Belike, 
Something — I know not what; — IL'IIl love thee 
much, - 
Let me unseal the letter. 
Stew. Madam, I had rather — 
Reg. I know, your lady does not love her hus- 
| band ; 
T am, sure of that: and, at her late being here, 
She gave strange oeilfads, and most speaking 
8 looks 
To noble Edmund: I know, you are of ber 
bosom. | 
Stew. I, madam ? 


Reg. I speak in understanding; you are, 1 


know it: 
Therefore, I do advise you, take this note: 
My lord is dead; Edmund and I bare talk'd; 
And more convenient is he for my band, | 


3 — — , h_ 
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Than for your lady's: — You may gather more, 

If you do find him, pray you, give him this; 

And when your mistreſs hears thus much from 
ou, 

I pray, desire ber call her wisdom to ber. 

So, fare you well. 

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 

Preſerment falls on him that cuts him off. 

Stew. Would I could meet him, madam! I 
would shew 

VW bat party I do follow, | 

Reg. Fare thee well. . [Exeunt. 


SCENE VL 


The Country near Dover. 
Enter GrosTteR, and EDoan, dreſs'd like a Peasant. 


Glo. When shall we come to the top of that 
same hill? 
Edg. You do climb up it now: look, how 
| we labour. 
Glo. Methinks, the ground is even. 
Edg. Horrible steep: 
Hark, do you hear the sea? 
Glo. No, truly. 
. Edg, Why, then your other senses grow im- 
perfect 
By your eyes' anguish. 
Glo. So may it be, indeed: 
Methinks, thy voice it alter'd; and thou speak'st 
In better phrase, and matter, than thou didst. 
Edg. You are much deceiy'd;- in nothing am 
I chang'd, 
But in my garments- 
Glo. Methinks, you are better spoken. 
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Edg. Come on, sir; here's the place: — stand 
still. — How fearful 
And dizzy *tis, to cast one's eyes so low! 
The crows, and choughs, that wing the mid- 


way air, 
Shew s8carce 80 grols as beetles: Half way 
down - . | 
Hangs one that gathers samphue ; dreadful 
| trade! 


Methinks, be scems no bigger than his bead: 
The ſishermen, that walk upon the beach, 
Appear like mice; and yon' tall anchoring bark, 
Diminish'd to her cock; her cock, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight: The- murmuring 


surge, ä 
That on the unnumber'd idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard so high: — III look no more; 


Lest my brain turn, aud the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong. 
Glo. Set me where you stand. 
Edg. Give me your hand: You are now 
| within a foot | 
Of the extreme verge: for all beneath the moon 
Would I not leap upright. 
Glo. Let go my band. 
Here, friend, is another purse; in it, a jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking: Fairies, and 
ods, h 

Prosper it with thee! Go thou further off; 

Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 
Edg. Now fare you well, good sir. 

Wt [Seems to go. 
Glo. With all my heart. ; 
Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his despair, | 

Is done to cure it. 5 . 
Glo. O you miyhty gods! 7 

This world J do renounce; and, in your sights, 

Shake patiently my great affliction off: 
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If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your .great opposelels wills, 
My snuff, and loathed part o' nature, should 
Burn itself out, If Fdgar live, O, bleſs him! — 
Now, fellow, fare thee well. 

[He leaps, and falls along. 

Fag. Gone, sir? farewell. — 

Aud yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treasury of life, when life itself 
Yields to the theft: Had he been where be 


thought, 
By this, had thought. been past. — ! or 
| dead? 
Ho, you sir! friend! — Hear you, sir? — 
speak! 


Thus might he paſs indeed: — Yet he revives: 
WW hat are you, sir? 
Glo. Away, and let me die. 
Edg. Had'st thou been aught but gossomer, 
; feathers, air, 
So many fatbom down precipitating, 
Thou had'st sbiver'd like an ess but thou dost 
breathe ; 
Hast heavy snbatance; bleed? at not; speak'st; 
art sound. 
Then masts at each . not the altitude, 
Which thou bast perpendicularly fell; 
* life's a miracle: Speak yet again. 
lo. But have I fallen, or no? 
Ed From the dread summit of this chalky 
bourn! 
Look up a-beight; — the shrill- gorg'd lark 80 
far | : 
Cannot be seen or heard: do but look up. 
Gio. Alack, IJ have no eyes. — 
Is wretchedneſs depriz'd that benefit, 
To end itself by death? *T'was vet * some com- 
fort, 


- 
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When misery could beguile the tyrant's rage, 
And frustrate his proud will. 
Edg. Give me your arm: 
Up: — 80; — How 1s't? Feel you your legs? 
85 You stand. | 
Glo. Too well, too wel], 
Edg. This is above all strangeneſs, 
Upon the crown o' the cliff, what thing was 
E's > that d 
Wbich parted from you? 
Glo. A poor unfortunate beggar. | 
Kdz. As I stood here below, methought, his 
eyes 15 
Were two full moons; he had a thousand noses, 
Horns” welk'd, and wav” like the enridged sea; 
It was some _ Therefore, thou bappy fa- 
ther, | 
Think that the clearest gods, who make them 
honours | 
Of men's impossibilities, bave preserv'd thee. 
Glo. I do remember now: henceforth I'll bear 
Affliction, till it do cry out itself, 
Enough, enough, and, die. That thing you 
Ts, . 
T took it for a man; often 'twould say, | 
The fiend, the fiend : he led me to that place. 
Kdg. Bear free and patient thoughts, — But 
who comes here? | 


Enter LEA n, fantastically drest up with flowers. 


The safer sense will ne'er accommodate 
His master thus. ; 


Lear. No, they cannot touch. me for coining; 

Jam the king himself. 
Eds. O thou side-piercing'sight! | 
Lear. Nature's above art in that respect. — 

There's your preſs-money. That fellow handles 


. rr . 
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his bow like a crow-keeper: draw me a clothier's 
yard. — Look, look, a mouse! Peace, peace; — 
this piece of toasted cheese will do't. — There's 
my gauntlet; 11 prove it on a giant. — Bring up 
the brown bills. — O, well flown, bird! — i' the 
\ clout, i the clout: bewgh! — Give the word. 

Edg. Sweet marjoram. | 

Lear. 'Pals. 8 

Glo. I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha! Goueril! — with a white beard! — 
They flatter'd me like a dog; and told me, I bad 
white bairs in my beard, ere the black ones were 
there. To say ay, and no, to every thing I said! 
— Ay and no too was no good divinity. When 
the rain came to wet me once, and the wind to 
make me chatter; when the thunder would not 
per at my bidding; there I found them, there 

8melt them out. Go to, they are not men o' 
their words: they told me I was every thing; tis 


a lie; I am not ague-proof. - 
Glo. The trick of that voice I do well remem- 
5 85 ber: 

Is't not the king? 
Lear. Ay, every inch a king: \ 


When I do stare, see, how the subject quakes. 
I pardon that man's life: What was thy 
; cause? — ut | 
Adultery. — 
Thou ohalt not die: Die for adultery! No: 
The wren goes to't, and the small gilded fly 
Does lecher in my sight. Let copulation thrive, 
For Gloster's 33 son was kinder to his fa- 
ther, 
Thau my daughters got *"tween- the lawful 
| sheets. | 
To't, luxury, pell-mel}, for I lack soldiers. — 
Behold yon' simpering dame, 
Whose face between her forks presageth snow; 
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That minces virtue, and does shake the bead 
To hear of pleasure's name; 
The fitchew, nor the soiled horse, goes to't 
With a wore tiotous appetite. 
Down from the waist they are centaurs, 
Though women all above: 
But to the girdle do the gods inherit, Ko 
Beneath is all the fiends; there's hell, there's 
darknels, there is the sulphurous pit, burning, 
scalding, stench, consumption; — Fie, he, fie! 
pah! pah! Give me an ounce of civet, good 
apothecary, to sweeten my imagination; there's 
money for thee. 

Glo. O, let me kiſs that hand! 

Lear, Let me wipe it first; it smells of mor- 
tality. 3 

Glo. O ruin'd piece of nature! This great 

a world | | | 
Shall so wear out to nought. — Dost thou 
. __ know me? | 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough. 
Dost thou squiny at me? No, do thy worst, 
blind Cupid; I'll not love. — Read thou this 
challenge; mark but the penning of it. | 
© Glo. Were all the letters suns, I could not 


see one, 
Edg. I would not take this from report; — 
WS 
And my heart breaks at it. EY 9 
Lear. Read. 


Glo. What, with the case of eyes? 

Lear. O, ho, are you there with me? No eyes 
in your bead, nor no money in your purse? Your 
eyes are in 4 heavy case, your purse in a light: 
Yet you sce how this world goes. 

Glo. I $ee it feelingly. 
Lear. What, art mad? A man may see how 
this world goes, with no eyes. Look with thine 
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ears: see how yor' justice rails upon yon” simpl. 
thief. Hark, in thine ear: Change places; and, 
handy - dandy, which, is the justice, which is the 
thief? — Thou hast seen a farmer's dog bark at 
a beggar? 


Glo. Ay, sir. 


Lear. And the creature run from the cur? 
There thou might'st behold the great image of 
authority: a dog's obey'd in office. — 

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand: 

Why dost thou lash that whore? Strip thine 

own back; 

Thou hotly lust'st to use her in that kind 

For which thou whipp'st her. The usurer hangs 
the cozener. 

Through tatter'd cloailis small vices do appear; 

Robes, and furr'd gowns, hide all. Plate sin 

| with gold, 

And the strong lance of justice hurtleſs breaks; 

Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it. 

None does offend, none, I say, none; I'Il able 
'em: 

Take that of me, my friend, who have the 
power 

To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glaſs eyes; 

And, like a scurvy politician, seem 

To see the things thou dost not. -— Now, now, 
now, now : | 

Pull off my boots; — barder, harder; so. 

Edg. O, matter and impertinency mix'd! 
Reason in maduels ! 


Lear. If thou wilt weep 'my fortunes, take 
my eyes. : 
I know thee well enough; thy name is Gloster: 
Thou must be patient; we came crying hither. 
Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the 
air, | 5 
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We wawl, and cry: — I will preach to thee; ] 
| maik me. 
Glo. Alack, alack the day! 
Ledr. When we are born, we cry, that we 
are come 
To this great stage of fools; — This a good 
5 block ? — a 8 
It were a delicate stratsgem, to shoe 
& troop of horse witb felt: I'll put it in proof: 
And when 3 ors stolen upon these sons in- 
aw, d 


Then, kill, kill, kill, kin, kill, kin. 


Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants. 


Gent, O, here he is; lay band upon him. — 
Sir, 

Your most dear daughter — 

Lear. No rescue? What, a prisoner? T am 

| even 
The natural fool of fortune. — Use me well; 
You shall have ransom. Let me have a surgeon, 
I am cut to the brains. Vs 
Gent. You shall bave any thing, | ; 

Lear. No seconds? All myself? | 
Why, this would make a man, a man of salt, 
To use his eyes for garden water-pote, : 
Ay, and for laying autumn's dus', 

Gent. Good sir, — 

Lear, I will die bravely, like a bridegroom: 

| What ? i 
T will be jovial; come, come; I am a king, 
My masters, know you that? 8 
. Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 

Lear, Then there's life in it. Nay, an you get 
it, you shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa. 

LExit, running ; Attendants follow. 
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Gent. A sight most pitiful in the meanest 
wretch; 
Past speaking of in a king! 
daughter, . 
Who redeems nature from the general curse 
Which twain have brought her to. N 
Edg. Hail, gentle sir. 
Gent. Sir, speed you: What's your will? 
Edg. Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle 
toward ? 
Gent. Most 3 and yulgar: every one hears 
that, 
Which can distinguisb sound. 
Edg. But, by your favour, 
How near's the other army ? 
Gent. Near, and on Speedy foot; the” main 
descry 
Stands on the hourly thought, 
_ Fdg. I thank you, sir: that's all. 
Gent. Though that the queen on special cause 
is here, J 
Her army is mov'd on. 
Edg. I thank you, sir. [Exit Gent. 


Glo. You ever - gentle gods, take my breath 
from me; 
Let not my worser spirit tempt me again 
To die before you please! 
Edg. Well pray y ou, father, 
Glo. Now, good sir, what are you? 
Edg. A most poor man, made tame by for- 
tune's blows; 
Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows, 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand, 


— Thou hast one 


Til lead you to some biding. 


Glo. Hearty thanks: 


The bounty and the benizon of heaven 


To boot, and boot! 
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Enter Steward. 


Stew, A proclaim'd prize! Most happy! 
That eyeleſs head of thine was first fram'd flesh 
To raise my fortunes. — Thou old n 

traitor, bs 

Briefly thyself remember: — The sword is out 
That must destroy thee. 

Glo. Now let thy friendly hand 
Put strength enough to it. Edgar opposes, 


Stew. Wherefore, bold peasant, 
Dar'st thou support a publiah 'd traitor? Hence; 
Lest tbat the infection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 
Edg. Chill not let go, zir, without further * ca- 
sion. 1 
Stew. Let go, slave, or thou dy'st. 

Edg. Good gentleman, Ly your «gait, and let 
poor volk paſs. And ch'ud ha' been zwagger'd 
out of my life, twould not ha' been zo long as 
'tis by a vortnight. Nay, come not near the old 
man; keep out, che vor'ye, or ise try whether 


your costard or my bat, be the harder: Ch'ill be | 


plain with you. 
Stew, Out, dunghill! by 
Edg. Cb'ill pick your teeth, zir: Come; no 
matter vor your foins. 


[They fight; and Edgar knocks kim down, , 


Stew. Slave, thou hast slain me; — Villain, 
take my purse; 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body; 
And give the letters, which thou find'st about 
We, | 
To Edmund earl of Gloster; 1 bim out 
Upon the British * — ba, untimely death ! 
| [ Dies. 


Edg. 1 know thee well: A serviceable villaia; 
Vol. VII. g ; Q | 


— we 
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As duteous to tbe vices of thy mistreſs, 
As badneſs would desire. 
Glo. What, is he dead ? | 
Eds. Sit you down, father; rest you. — 
Let's see his pockets : these letters, that be speaks 
| of | 


May be my friends, — He's dead; I am only 


SOrr 


He had no other dbäth bann — Let us see: — 


Leave, gentle wax; and, manners, blame us not: 
To know 'our enemies“ minds, we'd rip their 
hearts; f 


Their papers, is more lawful, 


reads.) Let our reciprocal vows be remember'd, 
You have many opportunities to cut him off: if 
our will want not, time and place will be fruit— 


| fully offered. There is nothing done, if he return 


the conqueror: Then am TI the*prisoner, and his 
bed my gaol; from the loath'd warmth whereof 
deliver me, and supply the place for your labour, 
Your wife, Go 1 would gay,) and your af ſec- 
tionate Servant, 
IVE. | SGoneril. 
O undistinguish'd space of woman's will! — 
A plot upon her virtuous husband's life; 
And the THe. my brother! — Here, in the 
8ands, | 


Thee TI rake up, the post unsanctified | 


Of murderous lechers: and, in the mature time, 


With this ungracious paper strike the sight 


Of the death-practis'd duke: For him 'tis well, 
That of thy death and busineſs 1 cath tell. 
-[Exie EpGan, dragging out the body. 


Glo. The king is mad: How s8tiff is my vile 
E 8.80 sense, | 

That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling 

Of my buge-sorrows! Better I were distract: 


= 
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Sotshould my thougbts be «ever'd from my geiefs; 


And woes, by wrong imaginations, lose 
The knowledge of themselves. 


Re-enter EDGARn. 


Edg Give me your hand: 
Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum, 
Come, father, I'll bestow you with a friend, 


[Exeunt, 
SCENE VII. 
A Tent in the French camp, L:tan on à bed, 


asleep; Physician, Gentleman, and Others, at- 
tending; Enter COnDERLIA, and KEN. 


Cor. O thou good Kent, how sball I live, and 


work, 
To match thy " pages My life will be too 
5 short, | | 


And every measure fail me. 
Kent. To be acknowledg'd, madam, is o'et- 
ay d, 8 . 
All my reports go with the modest truth; 
Nor more, nor clipt, but 80, 
Cor, Be better suited: 
These weeds are memories of those worser hours; 
I pr'ythee, put them off. 
Kent. Pardon me, dear madam , 
Yet to be known, shortens my made intent: 
My boon I make it; that you know me not, 
Til! time and | think meet, 
Cor. Then be it so, my good lord. 
How does the king? [to the Physician, 


Phys. Madam, sleeps still. 
Cor. O you kind gods, 
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Cure this great breach in his abused nature! 
The untun'd and jarring senses, O, wind up 
Of this child-changed father! 
Pliys. So please your majesty, | 
That we may wake the king? he hath slept long. 
Cor. Be * by your knowledge, and pro- 
cee 
T the sway of your own will. Is he array'd? 
Gent. Ay, madam; in the heavineſs of his sleep, 
We put fresh garments on kim. WA. 
Phys. Be bs $996 madam, when we do awake 
im; | 
I doubt not of his temperance. 
Cor. Very well. ; 
Phys. Please you, drew near. — Louder the 
| musick there. Rp 
Cor. O my dear father! Restoration, han 
Thy medicine on wy lips; and let this kiſs 
Repair those violent hurms, that my two sisters 
Have in thy r-v<rence made! 
Kent. Kind aud dear princeſs! 
Cor. Had you not been their father, these 
+ /hite flakes 
Had challeng'd pity of them. Was this a face 
To be expos'd against the warring winds ? 
[To stand ag-inst the deep dread-bolted thunder? 
In the most terrible and nimble stroke | 
O quick, croſs lightning? to watch (poor perdu !) 
With this thin helm ?] Mine enemy's dog, 
Though he bad In me, should have stood that 
night 6 
Against my fire gg wast thou fain, poor father, 
To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn, 
In ͤ short and musty straw? Alack, alack! 
"Tis wonder, that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all. — He wakes; speak to 
him. 
Phys. Madam, do you; 'tis fittest. 
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Cor. How does my royal lord? How fares your 
majesty? 
Lear. You do me wrong, to take me out o' the 
rave: — 
Thou art a 80ul in bliſs; but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 
Cor. Sir, do you know me? 
Lear. Yon are a spirit, I know; When aid 
' you die? 
Cor. Still, still, far wide! 
Phys. He's scarce awake; let him alone awhile. 
Lear. Where have I been? Where am I? — 
Fair daylight? — 
I am mightily abus'd. — I should even die with 


pity, 

To see another thus, — I know not what to 
8AY., — 

I will not swear, these are my hands: — let's 


see; 
I feel this pin prick. "Would I were assur'd 
Of my coudition, | 
Cor. O, look upon me, sir, 
And hold your hands in benediction o'er me; — 
No, sir, you must not kneel]. | 
Lear. Pray, do not mock me: 
T am a very foolish fond old man, 
Fourscore and upward; and to deal plainly, 
I fear, I am not in my perfect min | 
Methinks, I should know you, and know this 
man z 
Yet I am' doubtful : for T am mainly ignorant, 
What place this is; and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge last night: Do not laugh at 
me; a 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 
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Cor. And 80 I am, I am. 
Leaf. Be your tears wet? Yes, faith. 1 pray, 
weep not: 
If you have poison for me, I will drink it, 
TI know, you do not love me; for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, dons me Wrong: 
You have some cause, hey have not. | 
Cor. No cause, no CAUSE, 
Lear, Am Tin Frauee? 
Kent, in your own kingdom, sir. 
Lear, Do not abuse me. 
Phys, Be comforted, good madam ; ; the great 
rage, 
You gee, is cur'd in him: [and yet it is danger 
To make bim even o'er the time he has lost.] 
Desire him to go in; trouble him no more, 
Till further settling. 
Cor. Will't please your highneſs walk? 
Lear. You must bear with me; 
Pray you now, forget and forgive; I am old, and 
foolish. 
[Exeunt LxAR, ConpbzTIA, Phycician, and 
Attendants. | 
 [ Gent. Holds it true, sir, 
That the duke of Cornwall was 80 Slain? 
Kent. Most certain, sir. 
Gent. Who is conductor of his people? 
Kent, As it is said, 
The bastard son of Gloster, 
ent. They say, Edgar, ; 
His banish'd sou, is with the earl of kent 
In Germany, 
Kent. Report is ohnmgentie. 
'Tis time to 2 about; the powies: o' the king 
am 
Approach apace. 
Gent, The arbitrement is like to be bloody, - 
Fare you well, sir, a [Exit. 
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Kent, My point 5 period will be throughly 
- wron 
Or well, or il, as this day's bottles fought.) 
* 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


The Camp of the Britisk Forces, near Dover. 


Enter, with drums and colours, E DMUN D, REGAN, 
Otheers, Soldiers, and Others. 


Edm. N 2 che duke, if his last purpose | 
| hold; 
Or, whether since he is advis'd by aught 
To change the course: He's full of alteration, 
And self- reproving ; — bring his constant plea- 
sure. [to an Officer, who goes out. 


Reg. Our sister's man is certainly miscarry'd, 
Edm. 'Tis to be doubted, madam, 
Reg. Now, sweet lord, 
You know the goodneſs J intend upon you: 
Tell me, — but truly, — but then speak the 
truth, 
Do you not love my zister ? 
Edm. In. honour'd love. 
Reg But ga you neyer found my brother's 
wa | 
To the jor tended place ? 
Edm. That thought abuses you. | 
Reg. I am doubtful that you have been con- 
unct 
And bosom'd with her, as far as we call bare. 


1 ; 
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Cor. And so 1 am, I am. 
Lear. Be your tears wet? Les, faith. 2 pray, 
werp not; 
If you have poison for me, I will drink it. 
I know, you do not love me; for your sisters 
Have, as | do remnen hen, dene me wrong ; 
You Ik«ve some cause ey have not. 
Cor. No cause, 19 AUC, 
Lear, Am Tin Fravee? : 
Kent, in your own kingdom, sir. , 
Lear. Do not abuse me. | 
Phys. Be comforted, good madam; the great 
rape, 
You see, is one's in him: ſand yet it is danger 
To make bim even o'er the time he has lost.] iz 
Desire him to go in; trouble him no more, 
Till turther settling. 
Cor. Wil!'t © please your highneſs walk? 
Lear. You must bear with me: 
Pray you now, forget and i torgive; I am old, and 
fgolish. 
[Exeunt LRA, Conperta, Physician, and 
Attendauts. 
[Cent. Holds it true, sir, 
That the duke of Cornwall was so slain? 
Kent. Most certain, sir. 
Cent. Who is conductor of his people? 
Kent, As it is said, 
The bastard son of Gloster. 
Gent, They ay, Edgar, 
His banish'd sou, is with the earl of kent 
In Germany. 
Kent. Report is e 
"Tis time to look about; the powers o' the king - 
dom 
Approach apace. 
Gent. The arbitrement is like to be bloody. 
Fare you well, sir. (Exit. 
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Kent. My point and period will be throughly 
wrought, 
Or well, or ill, as this day's battle's ſought.] 
[ Exit. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


The Camp of the British Forces, near Dover. 


Enter, with drums and colours, EDMUN D, REGAN, 
Othcers, Soldiers, and Others. 


Edm. Knew of the duke, if his last purpose 
hold; 
Or, whether since he is advis'd by aught 
To change the course: He's full of alteration, . 
And $eit-reproving: — bring his constant plea- 
sure. [to an Officer, who goes out, 


Reg. Our sister's man is certainly miscarry'd. 
Fm. *Tis to be doubted, madam, 
Reg. Now, sweet lord, 
You know the goodnels J intend upon you: 
Tell me, — but truly, — but then speak the 
| truth, 
Do you not love my sister ? 
Edm. In honour'd love. 
Reg. But have you never found my brother's 
way 
To the fore-fended place? 
Edm. That thought abuses you. 


Reg. I am doubtful that you have been con- 
junct 


And bosom'd wich her, as far as we call hers. 
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Edm. No, by mine honour, madam. 

Reg. I never shall endure her: Dear my lord, 
Be not familiar with her. 

Edm, Fear me not: — 


She, and the duke her husband, — 


Enter ArBAxy, Goxznar,, and Soldiers. 


Gon. I had rather lose the battle, than that 
sister 


Should loosen him and me. [Aside. 


Alb. Our very loving sister, well be met. — 
Sir, this IJ hear, — The king is come to his 
daughter, 

With others, whom the rigour of our state 
Forc'd to cry out. [Where I could not be 
honest, 

T rever yet was valiant: for this busineſs, 

It toucheth us as France invades our land, 
Not bolds the king; with others, whom, I fear, 
Most just and heavy causes make oppose. 

Fdm. Sir, you speak nobly.] 

Reg. Why is this reason'd ? 

Gon. Combine together 'gainst the enemy: 
For these domestick and particular broils 
Are not to question here. 


Alb. Let us then determine 


With che ancient of war on our proceedings. 1 

Edm. I shall attend you presently at your b 

tent. - 

| Reg. Sister, you'll go with us? ; 

| Þ 

Gon. No. | | \ 

Reg. Tis most convenient; pray you, go with 7 
us. 


nn FOE 


Gon. o, ho, J know the riddle: [Aside.] I will 
| 89. | | 
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As they are going out, enter KDGAn, disguised. 


Edg. If e'er your grace had speech with man 
80 poor, * 
Hear me one word. 
Alb. Tl overtake you. — Speck: 
[ Exeunt EDM. Rr. Gor. Ollicers, Soldiers, 
and Attendants, 


Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this 
letter. 
If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 
For him that brought it: wretched though I 
seem, 
T can produce a c ampion, that will prove 
What is avouched there: If you miscarry, 
Your businels of the world bath so an end, 
And machination ceases. Fortune love you! 
Alb. Stay till I have read the letter. 
Edg. I was forbid it. 
When time hall serve, let but the berald cry, 


And I'll appear again. | [Exit. 
Alb. Why, fare thee well; I will o'erlook thy 
paper. 


Re-enter LDPMMUN D. 


Edm. The enemy's in vows draw up your 
(wers. 

Here is the gueſs of their true strength and 
| forces | 
By diligent discovery; — but your bn 
Is now urg'd on you. 


Alb. We will greet the time. [Exit. 
 Edm. To both these sisters have I 8worn my _ 
love; 


Fach jealous of the other, as the stun 
Are of the adder. Which of them shall T take? 
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Both? one? or neither? Neither can be en- 
joy'd, 


Tf both remain alive: To take the widow, 

Lxasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril; 

Aud hardly shall J carry out my side, 

Her husband being alive. Now then, we'll use 

Ilis countenance for the battle; which being 
done, 

Let ber, who would be 1id of him, devise 

11is speedy taking oft. As for the nercy 

Wich he intends to Lear, avid to Dordelia, — 

3 he battle done, and they within our power, 

Shall never see bis pardon: for my state 

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. 


SCENE IL 


A Field between the two Camps, 


Alarum within, Enter, with drum and colours, 


LzAn, Con DELTA, and their forces; and 
E.LEUNT, * 


Enter EDGAR, and GTLosrER. 


Edg. Here, ſather, take the shadow of this 
tree 
For your good host; pray that the right may 
thrive; | 
If ever T retuin to you again, 
III bring you comfort. 
Glo. Brace go with you, sir! [Exit Epox. 


Alarums ; afterwards a Retreat. Re-enter Epen. 


Eds. Away, old man, give me thy hand, away; 
King Lear bath lost, he and his daughter ta'en: 


(Exit. 
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Give me thy hand, come on. 
Glo, No further, sit; a man may rot even 
here. | | 
Edg. What, in ill thoughts again? Men must 
endure | 
Their going hence, even as their coming hither: 
Ripenels is all: Come on. | 
Glo. And that's true too, [Excunt, 


SCENE TIIL 


The British Camp near Dover. 


Enter, in conquest, with drum and colours, Epmuny; 
LEAR, and CORDELIA, as prisoners; Othcers, Sol- 
diers, etc, 


Edm. Some officers take them away: good 
uard ; | 
Until their greater pleasures first be known 
That are to censure them. 
Cor, We are not the first, | 
Who, with best meaning, haye incurr'd the 
worst. 

For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down; 
Myself could else qut-frown false fortune's 
frown, — | 
Shall we not see these daughters, and these 
sisters? . 

Lear. No, no, no, no! Come, let's away to 
rison: . 

We two alone will sing like birds i' the cage: 
When thou dost ask me blessing, I'll kneel 
| down, | 

And ask of thee forgivenels; So we'll live, 
And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and 


laugh | 
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At gilded butterſiies, and hear poor rogues 
Talk of court news; and we'll talk with them 
| too, — 
Who loses, and who wins; who's in, who's 
out; — 
And take upon us the mystery of things, ; 
As if we were God's spies: And we'll year * 
out, 


In a wall'd prison, packs and sects of great 
ones, 


That ebb and flow by the moon. 
Edm. Take them away. 


Lear. Upon $uch sacritices, my Ccrdelia, 
The gods themselves throw incense. Have I 
caught thee ? 
He, that parts us, shall bring a brand from 
heaven, : 
And fire us hence, like foxes. 
|: eyes, 
The goujeers shell devour them, flesh and fell, 
Ere they sball make us weep: we'll see them 
| atarve first. 
Come. [Exeunt Lzar, and Conperra, guarded. 


Edm. Come hither, captain; hark. 


Wipe thine 
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f Take thou this note; [giving a paper.] go, fol- 
10 | low them to prison: | 

1A One step I have advanc'd thee; if thou dost 

4 1 As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way 
4 Jo noble fortunes; Know thou this, — that 
486 men 

# f Are as the time is: to be tender- minded 

1 ; Does not become a sword: — Thy great em- 
43 ployment 

12 Will not bear question; either say, thou'lt do't, 
bi 7 | Or thrive by other means, | 

mh O/f. TUI do't, my lord. 
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Edm. About it; and write happy, when thou 
hast done. 
Mark. — I say, instantly; and carry it 80, 
As I have set it down. 


OH. T cannot draw a cart, nor eat dry'd oats; 
If it be man's work, I will do it. [Exit Off. 


Flourisch, Enter AuBAaxy, Goxrrir, RxoAx, Oſſi- 
cers, and Attendants. 


Alb. Sir, you have sbewn to-day your valiant 

strain, | 

And fortune led you well: You have the cap- 
tives 

Who were the opposites of this day's strife: 

We do-require them of you; so to use them, 

As we $bali find their merits and our —_y 

May equally determine. 


Edm. Sir, I thought it fit 

To send the old and miserable kin 

To some retention, and appointed guard; 

Whose age has charms in it, whose title more, 

To pluck the common hosom, on his side, 

And turn our impre{s'd lances in our eyes 

Which do command them. With him I s$ent 
the queea ; 

My reason all the same; and they are ready 

To-morrow, or at a further space, to appear 

Where you shall hold your session. [At this 
time, 

We sweat, and bleed: the friend hath lost his 
friend ; 

And the best quarrels, in the*heat, are curs'd 

By those that feel their sharpneſs: — 

The question of Cordelia, and her father, 

Requires a fitter place. ] 
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Alb. Sir, by your patience, 
I hold you but a subject of this war, 
Not as a brother, 

Reg. That's as we list to grace bim, 
Methinks, our pleagure might have been de- 

manded, 

Ere you bad spoke 80 far. He led our powers; 
Bore the commission of my place aud person; 
The which immediacy my well stand up, 


And call itself your broth or, 


Gon, Not so hot: 
In his own grace be doth exalt himself, 
More than in your advancement. E 
Reg. In my rights, : 
By me invested, be compeers the best. 
Gon. Phat were the most, if he should hus- 
band you. 
Reg. Jesters do oft prove prophets. 
Gon. Holla, bolla! 
That eye, that told you so, look'd but a-squint. 
Reg. Lady, I am not well; else I should an- 
wer 
From a full- flowing stomach. — General, 
Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony; 
Dispose of them, of me; the Walls are thine: 
Witnels tbe world, that I create thee here 
My lord and master. 5 
Con. Mean yqu to enjoy him? 
Alb. The let- alone lies not in your good will. 
Edm. Nor in thine, lord. 
Alb. Half-blooded fellow, yes. 


Reg. Let the drum strike, and prove my title 


thine. [to Epmvunvy. 
Alb. Stay yet; hear reason: — Edmund, I 
arrest thee . 
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On capital treason; and, in thy arrest, 
This gilded serpent, [pointing to Gon. ] —for your 
c!«sim, fair sister, 
J bar it in the interest of my wife; 
"Tis she is sub-conttacted to this lord, 
And I, her husband, contradict your bans. 
If you will marry, make your love to me, 
My lady is bespoke, 
Gon. An interlude! 
Alb. Thou art arm'd, Gloster: — Let the 
irumpet sound: — 
Tf none appear to prove upon thy person 
Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons, 
There is my pledge; {throwing down a glove, ] Ill 
prove it on thy heart, 
Exe I taste bread, thou art in nothing leſs 
Than I bave here proclaim'd thee. 
Reg. Sick, O, sick! 
Gon. If not, Vil ne'er trust poison. [ Aside. 


Edm. There's my exchange: {throwing down a 
zlove.] what in the world he is 
That names me traitor, villain-hke he lies: 
Call by thy trumpet: he that dares approach, 
Or him, on you, (who not?) I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 
Alb. A herald, bo! 
Fdm. A herald, ho, a herald! 
Alb. Trust to thy single virtue; for thy sol- 
diers, | | 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. | 
Reg. This sicknels grows upon me. 


Enter a Herald. 


Alb. She is not well; convey ber to my tent. 
[Eit REOAx, led. 
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Come hither, herald, — Let the trumpet sound, — 
And read out this. 
Off. Sound truwpet. A trumpet sounds. 


Herald reads. 


If any man of quality, or degree, within the lid 
of the army, will maintain upon Edmund, swupposed 
earl of Gloster, that he is a manifold traitor, let 
him appear at the third sound of the trumpet: Ile 
is bold in his defence. 


Edm, Sound. | "T6 trumpet, 
Her. Again, (2. Lump ' 
Her. Again. [3. frumpet, 


[ Trumpet answers within, 


Enter Epoan, armed, preceded by a Trumpet. 


Alb. Ask him his purposes, why he appears 
Upon this call o' the trumpet. 


Her. What are you? | 
Your name, your quality? and why you an- 
swer 
This present summons? 


Edg. Know, my name is lost; 

By treason's tooth bare-2nawn, and canker-bit: 
Yet am I noble, as the advyersary 

I come to cope withal. 


Alb. Which is that edyersxary | 
Edg. What's he, that speaks for Edmund earl 
of Gloster? | 
Edm. Himself; — What say'st thou to him? 
Edg. Draw thy sword; 
That, if my speech offend a noble heart, 


Thy arm may do thee justice: here is mine. 
; Bebold, 


Behold, it is the privilege of mine honours, 
My oath, and my profession: I | ps — 
Maugre thy strength, youth, place, and emi- 
nence, 
Despight tby victor sword, and fire-new fortune, 
Thy valour, and thy heart, — thou art a traitor: 
False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father; 
Conspirant 'gainst this high illustrious prince; 
And, from the extremest upward of thy head, 
To the descent and dust beneath thy feet, 
A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou, No, 
This 11 arm, and my best spirits, are 
ent | 


To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak, 
Thou liest. 


Edm. In wisdom, I should ask thy name; 

But, since ”f outside looks so fair and war- 
ike, 

And that thy tongue some 'say of breeding 
breathes, 

What safe and nicely I might well delay 

By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn: 

Back do I tols these treasons to thy head; 

With the hell-hated lie o'erwhelm thy heart; 

Which, (for they yet glance by, and scarcely 


bruase,) 
This sword of mine shall give them instant 
Way, 
Where they shall rest for ever. — Trumpets, 
speak. 


[Alarums. They fight. Edmund falls, 
Alb. Save him, save him! 


Gon. This is mere practice, Gloster: 
By the law of arms, thou wast not bound to 
. answer | 
An unknown opposite; thou art not vanquish'd, 
Vol. VII. R 
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But cozen'd and beguil'd. 


Alb. Shut your mouth, dame, 
Or with this paper shall I stop it: — Hold, 
sir: — 
Thou worse than 0 name, read thine own 
evil: 
No tearing, lady; 1 perceive, you know it. 


(gives the letter to Edmund. 


Gon. Say, if T do; the laws are mine, not 
thine; 
Who sball arraign me for't ? 
Alb. Most monstrous ! 
Know'st thou this paper? 


Gon. Ask me not what I know. 
[Exit Goxzrnar, 


Alb. Go after ber: sbe's desperate; govern 
her. [to an Officer, who goes out. 


Edm. What you have charg'd me with, that 
have I done; 

And more, much mote: the time will bring it 
out; 

"Tis past, and so am I: But what art thou, 

That hast this fortune on me? If thou art 
noble, 

I do forgive thee. 


Edg. Let us exchange charity. 
I am no lels in blood than thou art, Edmund; 
If more, the more thou bast wrong'd me, 
My name is Edgar, and tby father's son. 
The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to scourge us : 
The dark and vicious place where thee he got, 


Cost him his eyes. 


Edm. Thou hast spoken right, "tis true 
The wheel is come full circle; I am here. 
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Ib. Methought, thy very gait did prophesy 
A royal nubleneſs; — | must embrace thee 
Let sorrow split my heart, if ever L 

Did hate thee, or thy father! 


Eds. Worthy prince, I know it. 
Alb. Wheze have you hid yourself? 
How have you known the miseries of yonr » 


taibei 
Edg. By nursing them, my lord. List a brief 
tale; — 
And, when 'tis told, O, that my heart would 
burst! — : 


The bloody proclamation to escape, 
That follow'd me so near, (O our lives' sweet- 
nels ! 

That with the pain of death wed hourly die, 
Rather than die at once!) taught me to shift 
Into a mad-man's rags; to assume a $emblance 
That very dogs di-dain'd: and in this habit 
Met I wy father with his bleeding riags, 
Their precious stones new lost; became his 

uide, 
Led him, begg'd for bim, sav'd him from des 
spair; 
Never (O fault!) reveal'd myself unto him, 
Until some half hour past, When I Was arm'd, 
Not sure, though hoping, of this good succels, 


5 J ask'd bis blessing, and from first to last 

N Told him my pilzrimage: But his flaw'd heart, 
N (Alack, too weak the conflict to support!) 

: "Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief, 


Burst smilingly. 


Edm. This speech of yours hath moy'd me, 
And shall, perchance, do good: but speak you 
oa; 
You look as you had something more to say. 
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Alb. If there be more, more woeful, hold it 
in; 
For I am almost ready to dissolve, 2 
Hearing of this. 


[Edg. This would have seem'd a period 

To such as love not sorrow; but another, 

To amplify too-much, would make much more, 

And top extremity, 

W hilst I was big in clamour, came chere in a 
man, 

Who having seen me in my worst estate, 

Shunn'd my abhorr'd society; but then, finding 

Who 'twas that so endurd, with his strong 
arms 

He fasten'd on my neck, and bellow'd out 

As he'd burst heaven; threw me on my father: 

Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him, 

That ever ear receiv'd: which in recounting, 

His grief grew puis-ant, and the strings of life 

Began to crack: Twice then the trumpet 
sounded, 

And there J left him tranc'd. 


Alb. But who was this? 
Edg. Kent, sir, the banish'd Kent; who in 


disguise 
Follow'd his enemy king, and did him gervice 
Improper for a slaye.] 


Enter a Gentleman hastily, with a bloody knife. 


Gent. Help! help! O help! 

Edg. What kind of help? 

Alb. Speak, man. 

Edg. What means that bloody knife? 
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Gent. Tis hot, it smokes; 
It came even from the heart of — 


Alb. Who, man? speak. 
Gent. Your lady, sir, your lady: and her 


sister 
By her is poison'd; she confesses it. 


Edm. I was contracted to them both; all 
three 
Now marry in an instant. 


Alb. Produce their bodies, be they alive or 


dead! — 

This judgment of the heavens, that makes us 
tremble, 

Touches us not with pity. [Exit Gent. 


Enter Krxr. 


Edg. Here comes Kent, sir. 
Alb. O! it is he. 


The time will not allow the compliment, 


Which very manners urges. 
Kent. I am-come 
To bid my king and master aye good night; 


Is he not here? 


Alb. Great thing of us forgot! — 
Speak, Edmund,. where's the king? and where's 
Cordelia? — 
See'st thou this object, Kent? 
[The bodies of Goneril and Regan are 


brought in. 


Kent. Alack, why thus? 


Edm. Yet Fdmund was belov'd: 
The one the other poison'd for my sake, 
And after slew herself. 
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Alb. Even 80, — Cover their faces. 


FEdm. I pant for life: — Some good I mean 
to do, 
Despight of mine own nature. Quickly Send, — 
Be brief in it, — to the castle; for my writ 
Ts on me life of Lear, and on Cordelia: — 
Nay, send in time. 


| Alb. Run, run, O, run — 
| Edg. To who, my lord? — Who has the 


Oi ce 2 send 
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a Thy token of reprieve. 

fy V.dm, Wel thought on; take my sword, ; 
N Give it the captain. Ki 
Ml Alb, Haste thee for thy life, [Exit EpGAx. 5. 


Edm. He hath commission from thy wife and 
me 
To hang Cordelia in the pr'zon, and 
To lay the blame upon her own despair, 


14 45. The gods defend her! Bear him hence 
4 awhile. LIEdmund is borne off, 
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Enter LEAR, with Conbrria dead in his arms; 
| EpoaAn, Officer, and Others. 
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Lear, Howl, howl, how, howl! — O, you 
are men of stones; 

Had 1 your tongues and eyes, I'd use them so 

That heaven's vault should crack: — O, she is 
gone for ever! —- 

T know when one is dead, and when one lives; 

She's dead as 2 — Lend me a looking- 
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i Tf that her 3 will mist or stain the stone, | 
14 Why, then she lives. 


Kent. Is this the promised end? 
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Eds. Or image of that horror ? 
Alb. Fall, and cease! 


Lear. This feather stirs; she lives! if it be 
80, 
Tt is a chance that does redeem all sorrows 
That ever 1 have felt. 


Kent. O my good master! [kneeling. 


Lear. Pr'ythee, away. 
Eds. Tis noble Kent, your friend. 
Lear. A plague upon yon, murderers, traitors 
all ! 
I might have sav'd her; now she's gone for 
ever! — 
Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha! 
What is't thou say'st? — Her voice was ever 


soft, 
Gentle, and low; an excellent thing in wo— 
mau: — 


J kill'd the slave that was hanging thee. 
Off. Vis true, my lords, 12 did. 
Lear. Did I not, fellow? 
I have seen the day, with my good biting 
faulchion 0 
IT Would have made them skip: I am old now, 
Aud these same crosses spoil me. — Who are 


you ? | 
Mine eyes are none o' the best: — T' tell you 
Straight. 
Kent, If fortune brag of two she lov'd and 
hated, 


One of them we hehold. 


Lear. This is a dull Sight: Are you not 
Rent? 


Kent. The same; 


- 
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Yours ervantKent: Where is your servant Cains ? 
Lear, He's a good fellow, I can tell you 


that; 
He'll strike, and quickly too: — He's dead and 
rotten. 
Kent. No, my good lord; I am the very 
man; —- 


Lear. Il see that straight. 


Kent. That, from your first cf difference and 
decay, 
Have follow'd your sad steps. 


Lear. You are welcome hither. 


Kent, Nor no man else; all's cheerleſs, dark, 
and deadly. — 
Your eldest daughters have fore- doom'd them- 
selves, 
And desperately are dead. 


Lear. Ay, so I think. 


Alb. He knows not what he says; and vain 
it is | 
That we present us to him, 
Edg. Very bootlels. 


Enter an Officer. 


Off. Edmnnd is dead, my lord, 


Alb. That's but a triſle here. — 
You lords, and noble friends, know our in- 
tent. 

What comfort to this great decay may come, 

Shall be apply'd: For us, we will resign, 

During the life of this old majesty, 

10 him our absolute power: — You, to your 
rights: [to Edgar and Kent. 
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With boot, and such addition as your ho- 
nours 


Have more than merited. — All friends shall 
taste f 
The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their deservings. — O, see, see! 
Lear. And my poor fool is hang'd! No, no, 
no life: Th 


Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life, 

And thou no breath at all? O, thou wilt come 

no more, 

Never, never, never, never, never! — 

Pray you, undo this button: Thank you, sir. — 

Do you see this? Look on her, — look, — 

her lips, — 

Look there, look there! — [He dies. 
Edg. He faints! — My lord, my lord, — 
Kent. Break, heart; I pr'ythee, break! 

Edg. Look up, my lord. 
Kent. Vex not his ghost: O, let bim paſs! he 
bates him, 

That would upon the rack of this tough 

world 

Stretch him out Jonger. 

Edg. O, he is gone, indeed, 
Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur'd 830 
long: 


He but usurp'd his life. 


Alb. Bear them from hence. — Our present 
| busineſs 
Is general woe. Friends of my soul, you twain 


| ſto Kent, and Edgar. 
Rule in this realm, and the gor'd state sustain. 


Kent. I have a journey, sir, shortly to go; 
My master calls, and I must not say, no. 
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Alb. The weight of this sad time we must 
obey; a 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to 


say. 
The oldest hath borne most: we, that are 


young, 
Shall never see so much, nor live so long, 
[Exeunt, with a dead march. 
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Two housholds, both alike in dignity, 
In fair Verona, where we lay our e scene, 
From ancient gruige break to new mutiny, 
Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean, 
From forth the fatal loins of these two foes 
A peir of star-crost lovers take their lite; 
Whose misadventur'd piteous overthrows 
Do, with their death, bury their p. cunts? strife. 
The fearful passage of their death-mrk'd love, 
And the continuance of their patents' rage, 
Which, but their children's end, nought could 
remove, 
Is now the two hours' traffick of our stage; 
The which if you with patient ears attend, 
What here shall mils, our toil shall strive to 
mend. 
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„% THE original relater of the story on which 
this play is formed, was Luigi da Porto, a gentleman 
of Vicenza, who died in 1429. His novel did not ap- 
pear till some years after his death; being first print- 
ed at Venice in 14535, under the title of La Ciulietta. 
In 1554 Bandello published, at Lucca, a novel on the 
same subject; and shortly afterwards Bouistean exhi— 
bited one in French, founded on the Italian narratives, 
but varying from them in many particulars, From 
Boisteau's novel the same story was, in 1302, formed 
into an English poem, with considerable alterations 
and large additions, by Mr. Arthur Brooke. 

This story was well known to the English poets 
before the time of Shakspeare. In an old collection of 


poems, called A gorgeous gallery of gallaut Inventions, 
1578, it is mentioned, 
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Persons Represented. 


Escalus, Prince of Verona. | 

Paris, a young nobleman, kinsman to the Prince. 
Montague,) Heads of two Houses, at variance wit! 
Capuler, ) each other. 

An old Man, uncle to Capulet. 

Romeo, gon to Montagne. 

Mercutio, kinsman to tle Princs, and friend to Romeo. 
Benvolio, nephew to Montague, and friend to Romeo. 
Ty balt, nephew to Lady Capulet. 

Friar Lawrence, a Franciscan. 

Friar John, of the same order. 

Balthasar, Servant to Romeo. 

Sampson, ) 
Gregory, ) 
Abram, servant to Montague, 
An Apothecary. 

Three Musicians. 


Servants to Capulet. 


Chorns. Boy; Page to Paris; Peter; an OfJicer. 
Lady Montague, Nie to Montague. 

Lady Capulet, Mife to Capulet. 

Juliet, Daughter to Capulet. 

Nurse to Juhet. 


Citizens of Verona; several Men and Nomen, rela- 


tions to both houses; Masters, Guards, Citizens, 
Watchmen, and Attendants. 


SCENE during the greater part of the play, in Ve- 
rona: once in the fifth Act at Mantua, 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


ACT I. SCENE TI. 


A publick Place. 


Enter SAMPSON and Grtcory, armed with swords and, 
0 bucklers, 


Sam. Grrcory, o' my word we'll not car- 
ry coals. | 

Gre. No, for then we should be colliers. 

Sam. T mean, an we be in choler, we'll draw. 

Gre. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out 
Sf the collar. 

Sam, I strike quickly, being moved. 


s 
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Cre. But thou art not quickly moved to $trike* 

Sam. A dog of the house of Montague moves 
me. | 
Gre. To move, is — to stir; and to be valiant, 
is — to stand to it: therefore, if thou art moved, 
thou run'st away. | 

Sam. A dog of that house sball move me to 
stand: I will take the wall of auy man or maid 
of Montague's. 

Gre. That shews thee a weak slave; for the 


weakest goes to the wall. 


Sam, True; and therefore women, being the 
weaker vessels, are ever thrust to the wall; — 
therefore I will push Montague's men from the 
wall, and thrust his maids to the wall. 

Gre. The quarrel is between our masters, and 
us their men, 

Sam. Tis all one, Iwill shew myself a tyrant: 
when [I baye fought with the men, I will be cruel 
with the maids; 1 will cut off their heads. 

Gre, The heads of the maids ? 

Sam, Ay, the heads of the maids, or their 
maidenheads; take it in what sense thou wilt. 

Gre. 'They must take it in sense, that feel it. 

Sam. Me they shall feel, while I am able to 

stand: and, 'tis known, I am a pretty piece of 
flesh. | 

Gre. 'Tis well, thou art not fish; if thou hadst, 
thou hadst been Poor John. Draw thy tool; here 
comes two of the house of the Montagues. 


. 


Enter ABA, and BATASAR. 


Sam. My naked weapon is out; quarrel, I will 
back thee. 
Gre. How? turn thy back and run? 


Sam. Fear me not. 
Gre. No, marry: I fear thee! 
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Sam. Let us take the law of our vides; let 
them 1 


Gre. Iwill frown, as I paſs by; and Jet them 
take it as they list. 

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb 
at them; which is a disgrace to them, if they 
bee 

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir? 

Sam. 1 do bits my thumh, sir. 

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir? 

Sam. Is the law on our side, if I say — ay? 

Gre. No. 

Sam. No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, 
sir; but I bite my thumb, sir. 

Gre. Do you quarrel, sir? 

Abr. Quarrel, sir? no, sir. 


Sam. If you do, sir, I am for you; I serye as 
good a man as you. 


Abr. No better. 
Sam. Well, sir. 


Enter BrSvourro, at a distance. 


Gre. Say — better; here comes one of my 
master's kinsmen. 


Sam, Yes, better, sir. 
Abr. You lie. 


Sam. Draw, if you be men. — Gregory, re- 
member thy swashing blow. [They fight, 


Ben, Part, fools; put up your swords; you 
know not what you do, [beats down their swords. 


: Enter TyBar rm. 


Tyb. What, art thou drawn among these heart- 
«leſs hinds? 


Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death. 
Vol. VII. 8 
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Ben. 1 do but keep the peace; put up thy 


sword, 
Or manage it to part these men with me. 
IVb. What, drawn, and talk of peace? I bate 


the word, 
As IT hate bell, all Montagues, and thee: 
Have at thee, coward. [They ſight, 


Enter several Parti:ans of both houses, who join 
the fr ay; then enter Citizens, with Clubs. 


1. Cit. Clubs, bills, and partizans ! strike! beat 
them town! 


Down with the Capulets! down with the Mon- 
tagues! 


Enter Cayvi.er, in his gown; and Lady Carurxr. 


Cap. What noise js this? — Give me my long 
swerd, bo! 

La. Cap. A crutch, a orntch,! — W by call you 
for a sword? 

Cap. Ny sword, ] say! — Old Montague is 
come, 


And flourishes his blade in icht of me. 


Enter Moxracur, and Lady MoxTacur, 


Mon. Thou villain, Capulet, — Hold me not, 
let me go. 

La. Mon. Thou $halt not stir one foot to seek 
a foe. 


Enter Prince, with Attendants. 


Prin. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace, 
Profaners of this neigh bour-staiued steel, — 
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Will they not hear? — what ho! you men, you 
bęasts, — 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains issuing from your veins, 
On pain of torture, from those bloody hands 
Throw your mis-temper'd weapons to the ground, 
And hear the sentence of your moved prince, — 
Three civil braw!, bred of au airy word, 
By thee, old Capuiet, and Montague, 
Have thrice disturb'd the quiet of our streets; 
And made Verona's ancient citizens 
Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments, 
To wield old paitizans, in hauds as old, 
Canker'd with peace, to part your canker'd' hate: 
If ever you distinh our Stie-ts again, 
Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
For this time, ail the rest depart away: 
Yon, Capulet, shall go along with me; 
And, Montague, come you this afternoon, 
To know our further pleazure in this case, 
To old Freegown, our common judgment-place. 
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 

[ Exeutt Prince, and Attendants; Carol, 

Lady Cru, TyBart, Citizens, and 
| Servants. 


Mon, Who set this ancient quarrel new 
| abroach ? — h 
Speak, nephew, were you by, when it began ? 
Ben. Here were the servants of your adversary, 
And yours, close fighting ere I did approach: 
I drew to part them; in the instant came 
The firy Tybalt, with his sword prepar'd 
Which, as he breath'd defiance to my ears, 
He swung about his head, and cut the winds, 
Who, nothing hurt withal, hiſs'd him in scorn: 
While we were interchanging thrusts and blows, 
Came more and more, and fought on part and 
part, 
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Till the prince came, who parted either part. 
La Mun. O, where is Romeo! — saw you him 
to-day ? 8 
Night glad T am, he was not at this fray. 
Ben, Madam, an hour before the worshipp'd 
sun | 
Peer'd forth the golden window of the east, 
A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad; 
Where, — underneath the grove of sycamour, 
That westward rooteth from the city's side, — 
So early walkiog did I see your son: 
Towards him IT wade; but he was ware of me, 
And stole into the covert of the wood: 
I, measuring his affections by my own, — 
That most are busied when they are most 
alone, — 


Pursu'd my bumour, not pursuing his, 


And gladly shunn'd who gladly fled from me. 
Mon. Many a eras id he there been seen, 
With tears augmenting the fresh morning's dew, 


Adding te clouds more clouds with his deep 


| | sighs: 
But all so soon as the all-cheering sun 


Should in the furthest east begin to draw 


The shady curtains from Aurc:ia's bed, 

Away from light steals home my heavy son, 

And private in his chamber pens bimself; 

Shuts up bis windows, locks fair day-light out, 

And makes himself an artificial night: 

Black and portentous must this humour prove, 

Unleſs good counsel may the cause remove. 
Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the cause? 
Mon, IT neither know it, nor can learn of him. 
Ben, Have you importun'd bim by any means? 
Mon. Both by myself, and many other friends: 

But be, bis own affections' counsellor, 

Is to himself — I will not say, how true — 

But to himself so secret and so close, | 
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So far from zounding and discovery, 

As is the bud bit with an envious worm, 

Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air, 

Or dedicate his beauty to the same. 

Could we but learn from whence his sorrows 
grow, 


We would as willingly give cure, as know. 


Enter Rouro, at a distance. 


Pen. See, where he comes: So please you, step 
aside; a 
I'll know his grievance, or be much, deny'd. 
Mon, I would, thou wert 50 ua ppy by thy sta y, 
To hear true skrift. — Come, madam, let's away, 
[Exeunt Nox1acus, and Lady. 


Pen. Good morrow, cousin. 
Rom. Is the day so young? 
Ben. But new struck nine. 
Rom. Ah me! sad hours seem long. 
Was that my father that went hence 80 fast ? 


Ben. It was: — What sadneſs lengthens Ro- 
meo's hours ? 

Rom. Not having that, which, having, makes 

them short. 

Ben. In love? 

Rom. Out — 

Ben. Of love? | 

Rom. Out of her fayour, where J am in love. 


Len, Alas, that love, so gentle in his view, 
Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof! 


Rom. Alas, that love, whose view is muffled 
a still, ; 
Should, without eyes, see path-ways to his will! 
Where shall we dine? — O me! — What fray 
was here? | 
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all. 
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Here's much - do with hate, but more with 
ove; — 
Why then, O brawling love! 0 loving hate! 
O any thing, of nothing first whom 
O heavy ligbtnels! crious vanity! 
Mis-chapen chaos of well-sceming forms! 
Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold 2. Sick 
health! 
Still Waking sleep, that is not what it is! 
This love feel J. that feel no love in ae 
Dost thou not laugh? 
Ben. No, coz, I rather weep, 
Rom. Good heart, at what? 
Ben, At thy good heart's oppression, 
Rom. Why, such is Jove's transgression. — 
Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast; 
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest 
With more of thine; this love, that thou hast 
shown, 
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 
Love is a smoke rais'd with the fume of sighs; 
Being purg'd, a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes; 
Being vex'd, a sea nourish'd with lovers? tears: 
What is it else? a madueſs most discreet, 
A choking gall, and a preserving sweet. 
Farewel, my coz, [going. 
Ben. Soft, I will go along; 
An if you leave me so, you do me wrong, 
Rom, Tut, IT have lost myself; I am not here; 
This is not Romeo, he's some other where. 
Ben. Tell me in sadnels, who she is you love. 
Rom, What, $hall I groan, and tell thee? 
Ben. Groan? why, na; 


But sadly tell me, who, ' 
= Kom, Bid a sick man in sadnels make his 
will: — 


Ah, word ill urg'd to one that is so ill! — 
In sadnels, cousin, I do love a woman. 
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Ben. I aim'd so near, when I suppos'd you 
lov'd. 
Rom. A right good marks-man! — And she's 
fair k love. 
Ben, A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit, 
Rom, Well, in that hit, you miſs; she'll not be 
hit 
With Cupid's arrow, sbe hath Dian's wit; 
And, in strong proof of chastity well arm'd, 
From love's weak childish bow e she lives un- 
harm'd. 
She will not stay the siege of loving terms, 
Not hide the encounter of assailing eyes, 
Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold: 
O., she 1s rich in beauty; only poor, 
That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store. 
Len. Chen sbe hath sworn, that she will still 
live chaste ? 
Rom. She hath, aud in that sparing makes huge 
Waste; 
For beauty, starv'd with her severity, 
Cuts beauty off from all posterity, 
She is too fair, too wise; Wisely too fair, 
To merit blils by making me despair: 
She hath forsworn to love; and, in that yow, 
Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 
Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her. 
Rom, O, teach me how I should forget to 
think. 
Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes; 
Examine other beauties, 
Rom. *Tis the way 


IJ call bers, exquisite, in question more: 


These happy masks, that kiſs fair ladies“ brows, 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair; 
He, that is strucken blind, cannot forget 


The precious treasure of his eye-sight lost: 


Shew me a mistreſs that is passing fair, 
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What doth her beauty serve, but as a note 
Where I may read, who pals'd that passing fair? 
Farc-wel; thou canst not teach me to forget. 
Ben. III pay that doctrine, or else die in debt. 
| [ Exeunt, 


I. 
A Street, 


Enter CArurEr, PAris, and Servant. 


Cap. And Montague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike; and 'tis not hard, I think, 
For men so old as we to keep the peace. 
Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both; 
And pity 'tis, you liv'd at odds so long. 
But now, my lord, what say vou to my suit? 
Cap. But say ing o'er what | have said before: 
My child is yet a stranger in the world, 
She bath not seen the change of fourteen years; 
Let iwo more summers wither in their pride, 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride, 
Par. Younger than she are happy mothers 
made. : 
Cap. And too soon marr'd are those 80 early 
made. | ; 
The earth hath swallow'd all my hopes but she, 
She is the hopeful lady of my earth: | 
But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart, 
My will to ber gausent is but a part; 
An sbe agree, within her scope of choice 
Lies my consent and fair according voice. 
This night I bold an old accustom'd feast, 
Whereto I have invited many a guest, 
Such as I love; and you, among the store, 
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One more, most welcome, makes my number 
more. 5 

At my poor house, look to bchold this night 

Earth-treading stars, that make dark beaven light: 

Such comfort, as do lusty young men feel 

When well-apparell'd April on the beet 

Of limping winter treats, even such delight 

Among fresh female buds shall you this night 

Inherit at my house; hear all, all see, 

And like ber most, Whose merit most shall be: 

Such, amongst view of many, miue, being one, 5 

May stand in number, though in reckoning none. 

Come, go with me; — Go, sirfah, trudge about 


Throug fair Verona; find chose persons out, 


hose names are written there, [gives a paper.] 
and to tbem say, 


My house and welcome on their pleasure stay. 


[Exzeunt Caruuer, and PARIS. 
Serv. Find them out, whose names are written 
here? It is written — that the shoemeker should 
meddle with his yard, and the tailor with his Jast, 
the fisher with his pencil, and the painter with 
his nets; but I am sent to find those persons, 
whose names are here writ, and can never find 
what names the writing person bath here writ, 
I must to the learned; — In good time. 


Enter Bexvorio, and Rouxo. 


Ben. 'Tut, man! one fire burns out another's 
burning, 

One pain is lessen'd by another's anguish ; 
Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning; 

One desperate grief cures with another's 

languish: | = 

Take thou some new infection to thy eye, 2 9 
Aud the rank poison of the*old will die. 

Rom, Your plaintain leaf is excellent for that. 


* * * P — 
1 
* — 81 o 2 


— 
- 


. go - N 
* 222 
——— — 1 ts 


* 


— — 


— 


A 


"A — — ICE 


11 


= "1, 8 
— —ͤ — 


< 4 Y 


* 1 


- - %_ IT 


— 


: 
= 
1 
=_ 
» 678 
'' 
us 
hh 
by. 
: 


12 ROMHO AND JULIET. 


Fen, For what, I pray thce? 
Rom. For your broken 8bin. 
Hen, Why, Romeo, art thou mad? 
Rom, Not mad, byt bound more than a mad- 


- man is; 


Shut np ia prison, kept without my food, 
VV hipp d, and tormented, and — Good-e'en, * 
Fellow. 


Serv. Good gi? good e'en. — I pray, sir, can 
you cad ? 


Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my misery. 
Serv. Perhaps you have learn'd it without 


book: But I pray, can you read any thing you 
see? 
Rom, Ay, if T know the letters, and the 
language. 
Serv. Ye say honestly; Rest you merry! 
Rom. Stay, fellow; I car read. reads. 


Signiert Martino, and hig wiſe, and daughters ; 
County Anse me, and his beauteous sisters; The 
lady widou of Vitruvio; Signior Placentio, and 
his lovely meces ; Mercutis, ond his brother Vas 
lentine ; Mine uncle Capulet, his w ife, aud daug - 
ters; My fair niece Rosaline; Livia; Signior Va- 


lentio, and his cousin Tybalt; Lucio, and the live- 
ly Helena, 


A fair assembly; [gives back the note.] Whither 


bould they come? 
Serv. Up. 


Nom, Whither ? 

Serv. To supper; to our house. 

Rom. Whose hause? 

Serv. My master's. 
Rom, Indeed, I should have ask 'd you that be- 

fore- 

Serv. Now I'Il tell you whhout asking: My 

master is the great rich Capulet; aud if you be 


* 
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not of the house of Montagues, I pray, come and 
crush a cup of wine. Rest. vou merry, (Exit. 
Ben. At this same ancient feast of Capulet's 
Sups tbe fair Rosaline, whom thou so Jov'st; 
With all the admired beauties of Verona; 
Go thither; and, with unatfaiated eye, 
Compare her face with «ome that I shall show, 
And I will make thee think thy swan a crovw, 
Rom. When the devont religion of mine eye 
Maintains such falshood, then turn tears to 
fires! 
And these, — who, often drown'd, could never 
die, — 
Transparent bereticks, be hurnt for liars ! 
One fairer than, my love! the all-seeing sun 
Ne'er saw her match, since first the world begun. 
Ben, Tut! you saw her fair, none else being 


5 
Herself pois'd with herself in eitber eye: 
But in those crystal scales, let there be weigh'd 
Your lady's love against some other maid 
That I will sbew you, shining at this feast, 


And $he $ball scant shew wel), that now shews 
best. 


Rom. I'Il go along, no such sight to be shewn, 
But to rejoice in splendour of mine own, [Exzeunt, 


SCENE III. 
A Room in Capulet's House. 
Enter Lady CAr ur, end Nurse. 


La, Cap. Nurse, where's my daughter? call 
ber forth to me. a 
Nurse. Now, by my maiden-head, — at twelve 
year old, — 
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18 ROMEO AND JULIET. 
I bade her come. — What, lamb! what, lady- 


bird! — 


God forbid! — where's this girl? — what, 1 


liet! 
Lnter Ju rrzr. 


Jul. How now, who calls? 

Nurse. Your mother. 

Jul. Madam, Jam here; what is your will? 

La. Cap. 'This is the matter; — Nurse, give 
leave awhile, | | 

We must talk in secret. — Nurse, come back 

again; VR, 

I have remember'd me, thou shalt hear our coun- 

bel. | ; 

Thou know'st, my daughter's of a pretty age. 
Nurse. *Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour. 
La. Cap. She's not fourteen.” Bs, 
Nurse. I'll lay fourteen of my teeth, 

Aud yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have but 
four, — 

Sbe's not fourteen: How long is't now 


| To Lammas-tide ? 


La. Cap. A fortnight, and odd days. 
Nurse. Even or odd, of all days in the year, 


Come Lammas-eve at night, shall she be fourteen, 


Susan and she, — God rest all Christian souls! — 
Were of an age. — Well, Susan is with God; 
She was too good for me: But, as J said, 

On Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen; 
That shall she, marry; I remember it well. 

"Tis since the earthquake now eleven vears ; 

And she was e — TI never shall forget it, — 
Or all the days of the year, upon that day: 


For I had then laid wormwood to my dug, 


Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall, 
My lord and you were then at Mantua: — 
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Nay, I do bear a brain: — but, as I said, 
When it did taste the worm-wood on the nipple 
Of my dug, end felt it bitter, pretty fool! 
To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dup, 
Shake, quoth the dove-house: twas no need, I 
; trow, 
To bid me trudge. 
And since that time it is eleven years: 
For then she coul stand alone; ney, by the rood, 
She could have run and waddled all about. 
For even the day before, she broke her brow': 
And then my husband — God be with his soul! 
*A was a merry man; — took up the child: 
Vea, quoth he, dost thou fail upon thy face? 
Thou wilt fail backward, when thou hast more mit; 
Wilt thou not, Jule? and, by my holy-dam, 
The pretty wretch left crying, and said — Ay: 
To see now, how a jest shall come about! 
I warrant, an I should live a thousand years, 
I never sbould forget it; Milt thou not, Jule? 
| quoth he: 

And, pretty foo], it stinted, and said, — Ay. 

La. Cap. Enough of this; I pray thee, hold 

thy peace. | 
Nurse. Yes, madam; Yet I cannot choose but 
lauph, 

To think it should leave crying, and say — Ay: 
And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow + 
A bump as big as a young cockrel's stone; 
A par'lous knock; and it cried bitterly, 
Yea, quoth my husband, fall'st pon thy face? 


Thou wilt fall backward, when thou com'st to age; 


Mili thou not, Jule? it stinted, and said — Ay. 
Jul. And $tint thou too, I pray thee, nurse, 
say J. 
Nurse. Peace, I have done. God mark thee 
to his grace! | | 


Thou wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nurs'd: 
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An J might live to see thee married once, 
I have my wish. | 
La. Cap. Marty, that marry 1s the very theme 
T came to talk of: — Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposition to be married? 
Jul. It is an honour that I dream not of. 
Nurse. An honour! were not I thine only 
nurse, 
Td say, thou had'st suck'd wisdom from thy teat. 
La. Cap. Well, think of marriage now ; younger 
than you, | 
Here in Verona, ladies of esteem, 
Are made already mothers: by my count, 
I was your mother much upon these years 
That you are now a maid. Thus then, in brief; — 
The valiant Paris seeks vou for his love. 
Nurse. A man, young lady! lady, such a man, 
As all the world — Why, he's a man of wax. 
La. Cap. Verona's summer hath not such a 
flower. 
Nurse. Nay, he's a flower; in faith, a very 
| flower. 
La. Cap. What say you? can you love the 
entieman ? 
This night you shall behold him at our feast: 
Read o'er the volume of young Paris' face, 
And find delight writ there with beauty's pen; 
Examine every married lineament, 


And se bow oue another lends content; 


And what obscur'd in this fair volume lies, 
Find written in the margin of his eyes. 

This precious book of Jpve, this unbound lover, 
To beautify him, only Jacks a cover: 

The fish lives in the sea; and 'tis much pride, 
For fair without the fair within to hide: 
That book in many's eyes doth share the glory, 
That in gold clasps Jocks in the golden story; 
So shall you share all that he doth possels, 


In C4 
Fair of 


WS Ig. * 


N — i PS 
* | " # 
©... 26 1 Ss, £ . 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 17 


By having him, making yourself no leſs, 
Nurse, No lels? nay, bigger; women grow by 


me. | 
La. Cap. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris' 
ove? 


Jul. I' look to like, if looking liking move: 
But vo more teen will | entart mine eye, 
Than your consent gives strength to make it fly. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Madam, the guests are come, supper 
served up, you call'd, my young lady ask'd for, 
the nurse cursed in the pantry, and every thing 
in ext:emity. I must hence to wait; I beseech 
yo, follow straight. 


La. Cap. We follow thee, — Juliet the county 


stays. 
Nurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy 
days. | [ Excunt. 


Nn u. 


A Street. 


Enter Romeo, Mncurto, Benvorio, with five or $i% 
Maskers, Torch» bearers, and Others, 


Rom. What, shall this speech be spoke for our 
excuse? 
Or shall we on without apology? 
Ben, The date is out of such prolixity ; 
We'll have no Cupid hood-wink'd with a scarf, 


B-aring a Tartar's painted bow of lath, 
Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper; 

Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance: | 
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What curious eye doth quote deformities? 


Tickle the cencalaſe rushes with their heels; 
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But, let them meosure us by what they w m, | 
VV * measure them a measure, and be gone, 7 
Nom. Give me a torch, — I am not for this : 
ambling ; | 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light. 
Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must hays you 
dance. 
Nom. Not l, believe me: you have dancing 
shoes, 
With nimble soles: J have a soul of lead, 
So stakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 
Mer. You are a lover; borrow Cupid's wings, 
And soar with them above a common bound. 
Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his shaft, 
To soar with his light feathers; and so bound, 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe: 
Under love's heavy burden do I sink. 
Mer. And, to sink in it, should you burden 
love; 
Too great oppression for s tender thing. 
Rom. Is love a tender thing? it is too rough, 
Too rude, too boist'rous; and it pricks like thorn, 
Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with 
love; 
Prick love for pricking, and you beat love 
down. — 
Give me a case to put my visage in: 
Putting on a mas. 
A visor for a visor! — what care 1 : 
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Here are the beetle-brows, shall blush for me. 
Ben. Come, knock; and enter; and no sooner 
in, 
But every man betake bim to bis legs. 
Rom. A torch for me: let wantons, light of 
heart, 


For I am proverb'd with a PRs phrase, — 
Tl 
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I' be a candle-holder, and lock on, — 
The game was ne'er so fair, and T am done. 
Mer. Tut! dun's the mouse, the constable's 
own word: | 
Tf thon art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire 
Of this (save reverence) love, wherein thou 
stick'st 
Up to the ears. — Come, we burn day light, ho. 
Rom. Nay, that's not so. 
Mer. 1 mean, sir, in dela 
We waste our lights in yain, like lamps by day. 
Take onr good meaning ; for our judgement Sits 
Fire times in that, ere once in our hve wits. 
Rom, And we mean well, in going to this 
mask; 
But 'tis no wit to go. 
Mer. Why, may one ask? 
Rom, | dreamt a dream to-night, 
Mer. And so did 1. 
Rom. Well, what was yours? 
Mer. That dreamers often lie. | 
Rom. In bed. azleep, while they do dream 
things true. 
Mer. O, then, I sec, queen Mab hath been 
with you. 
She is the fairies midwife; and she comes 
In shape no bigger than an agat-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman, 
Drawn with a team of little atomies 
Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep: 
Her waggon-spokes made of long spinners' legs; 
The cover, of the wings of grashoppers ; 
The traces, of the smallest spider's web; 
The collars, of the moonshine's watry beams: 
Her whip, of cricket's bone; the lash, of film: 
Her waggoner, a small grey coated gnat, 
Not half so big as a round little worm 
Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid: 
Vol. VII. | T 
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Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut, 

Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub, 

Jime out of mind the fairies' coach- makers. 

And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of 


love: 

On courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies 
straight: 

O'er lawyer's fingers, who straight dream on 
fees: 


O'er ladies“ lips, who straight on kisses dream; 
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues, 
Because their breaths with sweet- meats taiuted 
| are. 

Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier's nose, 
And then dreams he of smelling out a suit: 
And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig's tail, 
Pickling a parson's nose as a lies asleep, 
Then dreams he of another beneſice: 
Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades, 
Of healths five fathom deep; and then anon 
Drums in his ear; at which he starts, and wakes; 
And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two, 
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab, 
That plats the manes of horses in the night; 
And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs, 
Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes. 
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs, 
That presses them, and learns them first to bear, 
Making them women of good carriage. 
This, this is she — : 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace: 
Thou talk'st of nothing. 

Mer. True, I talk of dreams: 
Which are the children of an idle brain, 
Begot of nothing but yain fantasy ; 
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Which is as thin of substance as the air; 

And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes 

Even now the frozen bosom of the north, 

And, being anger'd, puffs away from thence, 

Turning bis face to the dew-dropping south. 
Ben. This wind, you talk of, blows us fon 

ourselves; 

Supper is done, and we shall come too late. 
Rom. I fear, too early: for my mind misgives, 

Some consequence, yet hanging in the stars, 

Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 


With this night's revels; and expire the term 


Of a despised life, clos'd in my breast, 

By some vile foifeit of untimely death: 

But He, that hath the steerage of my course. 
Direct my sail! — On, lusty gentlemen, 


Ben. Strike, drum, [ Exeunt, 


SCENE x. 
A Hall in Capulet's House. 


Musicians waiting. Enter Servants. 

1. Serv. Where's Potpan, that he helps not to 
take away? he shift a trencher! he scrape a 
trencher! : 

2. Serv. When good manners shall lie all in 
one or two men's hands, and they unwash'd too, 
'tis a foul thing. 

1: Serv. Away with the joint-stools, remove 
the court-cupboard, look to the plate: — goo! 
thou, save me a piece of march- pane; and, as 
thou lovest me, let the porter let in Susan Grind— 
stone, and Nell.. — Antony! and Potpan! 

2. Serv. Ay, boy; ready. 


T2 
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1, Serv. You ale look dg for, and call'd for, ask'd 
for, aud sought for, in the great chamber. 

2. Serv. We cannot be here aud there too, -— 
Cheerly, boys; be brisk a while, and the longer 
liver take all. [ They retire behind, 


N 


Enter CAE Ur. ET, etc. with the Guests, ang » 
Maskers. | 


1. Cap. Welcome, gentlemen! ladies, the 
their toes 
Unplagu'd with corns, will have a bout 
you: — 
Ah bs, my mistresses! which of ou all 
Vil now deny to dance? she that makes da' 
she, 
I' swear, hath corns; Am T come near you now? 
You are welcome, geutlemen! I have geen the 
day, 
That T bave worn a visor; and conld tell 
A whispering tale in a fair Jady” s ear, 
Such as would please; — "tis gone, tis gone, *tis 
gone: 
You are welcome , gentlemen! — Come, musi- 
cians, Þ 1; ay. 
A hall! a ball! give room, and foot it, gls. 
[ 3 quick plays, and they dance, 
More light, ye knaves; and turn the tables up, 
And quench the lire, the room is grown too 
hot. — 
Ab, sirrah, this unlook'd-ſor sport comes well. 
Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulet; 
For you and [1 are past our dancing days: 
How long is't now, since last yourself and I 
Were in a mask? 
2. Cap, Byr lady, thirty, years. 
t. Cap. What, man! *tis not 80 much, tis not 
| so much: 
Tis since the nuptial of Luceatio, 
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Come penticost as quickly as it will, 
Some five and twenty vears; and then we mask'd. 
2, Cup. »Tis more, tis more; his son 13 elder, 
sir; ä 
His son is thirty. 
1. Cop. Will you tell me that? 
His ou was but a ward two years ago. 


Rom, What lady's that, which doth enrich the 
Land 
Of yonder knight? 
Serv. I know not, sir. 
dem. O, she doth teach the torches to burn 
briglit! 
It 806M rag bangs upon the cheek of nigut 
Like a zich jevel in an Ltlliop's dar: 
i to lich for use, 18 earth toy dear! 
So slews a snowy Cove t coping with crows, 
As youier lady o'er hr wy nes shows. 
The measure done, Il watch her place of stand, 
And, touching bers, mate h appy my rude hand. 
Did my heart love 11 now ? jorswear it, sight! 
For | ue'er saw trite be auty till this night. 
V6. This, by his voice, should be a Nlon- 


TI —— 
{; Sue: 


Fetch me my rapier, boy: — What! dares the 
slave | 
Come hither, cove;'d with an antick face, 
To Heer and scorn at our solemnity? 
Now, by the stock aud honour of my kin, 
To strike him dead I hold it not a sin. 
1. Cay, Why, how now, kinsman ? wherefore 
storm you 60? 
Tyb Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe; 
A villain, that is hither come in s ight, 
To scorn at our solemnity this ngk 
1. Tore "Foung Romeo is't? 
Jyo. Lis he, that villain Romeo. 
1. Cap. Coutent thee, gentle coz, let him alone. 
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He bears him like a portly gentleman ; 

And, to say truth, Verona brags of him, 

To be a virtuous and well-govern'd youth : 

TI would not for the wealth of all this town, 
Here in my house, do him disparagement: 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 

It is my will; the which if thou respect, 

Shew a fair presence, and put off these frowns, 
An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast, 


Tyb., It fits, when such a villain is a guest; 
Pl not endure bim. | 

1. Cap. He shall be endur'd; 
What, goodman boy! — I say, he shall; — Go 


CO. goes 
Am I the master here, or you? go to. 


You'll not endure him! — God shall mend my 
soul — 


You'll make a mutiny among my guests! 
You will set cock-a-boop! you'll be the man! 
Tyb. Why, uncle, 'tis a sbame. 
1. Cap. Go to, go to, 
You are a saucy boy: — Is't so, indeed? — 


This trick may chance to scathe you; — I know 


what. 
You must contrary me! marry, 'tis time — 
Well said, my hearts: — You are a princox; 
; 80 — b 
Be quiet, or — More light, more light, for 
shame! — : 


I'll make you quiet; What! — Cheerly, my 


hearts. 
Tyb, Patience perforce with wilful choler 
meeting, 
Makes my flesh tremble in their different greet- 
ing. 


I will withdraw: but this intrusion sball, : 
Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall. [Extt, 
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Rom, If I profane with my unworthy hand 

4 [to Juliet. 
5 This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this, — 
My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand 

| ? To smooth ok rough touch with a tender 
. 118. 


Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand 
too much, 
Which mannerly devotion shews in this; 
For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do I 
touch, 
And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiſs. 
Rom, Have not saints lips, and holy palmers 


2J 


too? 

Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in 
prayer. 

Rom. O then, dear saint, let lips do what hands 
do; 

They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to 
despair. 

Jul. Saints do not move, though grant for 
prayers' sake. g 

Rom. Then move not, while my prayer's effect 
I take. 


Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purg'd. 
f kissing ker. 
Jul. Then have my lips the sin that they have 
took. 
Rom, Sin rom my lips? O trespals sweetly 
urg'd! 
Give me my tie again. 
Jul. You kiſs by the book. 
Nurse. Madam, your mother craves a word 
with you, 
Rom. What is ber mother? 
Nurse. Marry, bachelor, 
Her mother is tbe lady of the house, 


And a good lady, and a wise, and virtuous: 
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I nurs'd her daughter, that you talk'd Se 
I tell you, be, that can lay hold of her, 
Shall have the cbinks. 


Rom. Is she a Capulet ? 
O dear account! my life is my foe's debt. 


Ben. Away, begone; the sport is at the best. 
Rom, Ay, $0 | fear; the more is my unrest. 


I. Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be 

gone; 

We have a trilling ſoolish banquet towards. — 

Is it e'en so? Why, tben I thank you all; 

I thank you, honest gentlemen; good night; -— 

More torches here! — Come on, then let's to 
bed. 

Ah, sirrah, [to 2. Cap.] by my fay, it waxes late; 

III to my rest. {[Exeunt all but Juliet and Nurse. 


Jul. Come hither, nurse: What is yon gentle- 
man? 
Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio. 


Jul. What's he, that now is going out of door? 
Nurse Marry, that, I think, be young Pe- 


truchio, 
Jul. What's be, that follows there, that would 
not dance? 
Nurse. I know not. 
Jul. Go, ask his name: — if he be married, 
My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 


Nurse, His name is Romeo, and a Montague; 
The only son of your great enemy. 


Jul. My only love sprung from my only bate! 
Too early seen unknown, aud known too late! 
Prodipions birth of love it is to me, 

Tat f must love a loathed enemy. 

Nurse. What's this? what's this? 


Jul. A rhyme I learn'd even now 


Of one I Jane 1'withaL (One cells within, Jullet--: 
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Nurse. Anon, anon: — 
Come, let's away; the strangers all are gone. 
[Excunt, 


Enter Cnonuvs. 


Now old desire doth in his death-bed lie, 
And young affection ga pes to be bis heir; 
That fair, Which love groen'd for, and would 
die. 
With tender Juliet match'd, is wow not fair. 
Now Romeo is belov'd, and loves gain, 
Alike bewitched by the charm of looks; 
But to his foe suppos'd he must complain, 
And she steal love's sweet bait from fearful 
hooks ; 
Being held a toe, he may not have acceſs 
To breathe such vows as lovers use to swear; 
And she as much in love, her means much leſs 
To meet her new-beloved any whece: 
Fut passion lends them power, time means to 
meet, 
Temp'ring extremities with extreme sweet. | Et, 


40 T II. SCENE I. 


An open Place, adjoining Capulet's Carden, 
Enter RoMzo. 


Rom. Can I go forward, when my heart is 
1 here? | 
Turn back, dull earth, aud find thy center out. 
[ie climbs the wail, and leaps down within it. 
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Enter Bexvorro, and MxncuTtio. 


Ben, Romeo, my cousin Romeo! 
Mer. Ile is wise; 
And, on my life, bath stolen him home to bed. 
Ben. He ran this way, and leap'd this orchard 
Wall: 
Call, good Mercutio. 
Mer. Nay, F'li conjure too. — 
Romeo! humonrs! madman! passion! lover! 
Appear thou in the likenels of a sigh, 
Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied; 
Cry but — Ah me! pronounce but — love and 
dove; 
Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word, 
One nick-name for ber purblind son and heir, 
Young Adam Cupid, he that shot so trim, 
When king Cophetua lov'd the beggar-maid. — 
He heareth not, stirreth not, he moveth not; 
The ape is dead, and I mnst conjure him. — 
J conjure thee by Rosaline's bright eyes, 
By her high forehead, and her scarlet lip, 
By her fine Lu. „straight leg, and quivering 
thigh, 
And the „ that there adjacent lie, 
That in thy likeneſs thou appear to us, 
Ben. An if he hear thee, thon wilt anger him. 
Mer. „ anger him: 'twould anger 
im 
To raise a spirit in his mistreſs' circle 
Of some strange nature, letting it there stand 
Till sbe had laid it, and conjur'd it down; 
That were some spight: my invocation 
Is fair and honest, and, in his mistrels' name, 
I conjure only but to raise up him. 
Ben, Come, he hath hid himself among those 
trees, 
To be consorted with the humorous night: 
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Blind is his love, and best beſits the dark. 

Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the 
mark, 

Now will he sit under a meddlar tree, 

And wish bis mistreſs were that kind of fruit, 

As maids call medlars, when they laugh alone, — 
Ah, Romeo, that she were, ah, that she were 
An open — etcaetera, thon a poperin pear! 
Romeo, good night; — I'll to my truckle-bed; 
This ſield-bed is too cold for me to sleep: 

Come, shall we go? 

Ben. Go, then; for 'tis in vain 

To seek him here, that means not to be found. 
 [ Exeunt. 


II. 


Capulet's Garden. 
Enter Romeo, 


Rom, He jests at scars, that never felt a 
wound, — 
Juliet appears above, at @ window. 
Bat, soft! what light through yonder window 
breaks! 
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun! — 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already sick and pale with grief, 
That thou her maid art far more fair than she: 
Be not her maid, since she is envious; 
Her vestal livery is but sick and green, 
And none but fools do wear it; cast it off, — 
It is my lady; O, it is my love: 
O, that she knew $he were! — 
She speaks, yet she says nothing; What of that? 
Her eye discourses, I will answer it. — 
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T am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks: 
Two of the feirest stars in all the heaven, 
Having some businels, do enticat Ler eyes 
To twiullle in their 8pberes, till they return.) 
What if her eyes were theie, they in her bead? 
The brightucls of her cheek would shame those 
stars, 
As day-light doth a lamp; ber eye in heaven 
Would tlicough the airy region stream so bright, 
That birds wauld sing, aud thiak it were not 
1. gut. 
See, how 5he Jeans her cheek upon her haud! 
O, that T were a glove upon that haud, 
That [might touch that cheek! 
Jul, Ah me! 
Rom. She Hears; — 
O, speak again, bright angel! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o'er my heed, 
As is a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the Wulte-upturned woutring eyes 
Of morials, that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds, 
Aud sails upon the bosom of the air, 
Jul. O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou 
Romeo ? 
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name: 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 
And I'll no longer be a Capulet. | 
Rom. Shall 1 hear more, or shall I speak at 
this ? [ Aide, 
Jul. *Tis but thy name, that is my enemy; — 
Thou art thyself though, not a Moatagve. 
What's Montague? it is nor haud, nor foot, 
Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 
Belonging to a man. O, be some other name! 
hat's in a name? that which we call a rose, 
By any other name would 8mell as sweet; 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
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Retain that dear perſection which he owes, 
Without that title: -— Romeo, doff thy name; 
Ant for that name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all myself. 

itom. I take thee at thy word: 

Call me but love, and PF] be new baptiz'd; 

Ilenceforth I never will be Romeo. 

Jul, What man art thou, that, thus bescreen'd 
in night, 

So stumblest on my counsel? 

Rom. By a name 

T know not how to tell thee who T am: 

Ny name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 

cane It is an enemy to thee; 

Had I it written, L would tear the word. 

Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred 
words | 

Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the 

sound; 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ? 
Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike. 
Jul. How cam'st thou hither, tell me? ant 

wheretvre ? 

The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb; 

And the place death, considering who thou art, 

If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Rom. With love's light wings did I o'er-perch 
these walls; 

For stony limits cannot hold love out: 

And what love can do, that dares love attempt; 

Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me. 

Jul. If they do see thee, they will murder thee. 

Rom. Alack! there lies mors peri! in thine eye, 

Than twenty of their N. r thou but 
S Weet, 

And I am proof against their enmity. 

Jul. T would not for the world, they saw thee 
here. 
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Rom, IT have night's cloak to hide me from 
their siglit; 
And, but thou love me, let them ſind me bere: 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 
Jul. By whose directiou found'st thou out this 
lace? 
Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to in- 
uire; 
He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes. 
I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vast sbore wash'd with the farthest sea, 
I would adventure for such merchandise. 
Jnl. Thou know'st, the mask of night is on my 
face; 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek, 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to- 
night. 
Fain would I wen on form, fain fain den 
What I have spoke; But farewel compliment! 
Dost thou love me? 1 know, thou wilt say — 
Ay; 
And I will take thy word: yet, if thou swear'st, 
Thou may'st prove false; at lovers' perjuries, 
They say, Jove laughs. O, gentle Romeo, 
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if thou think'st I am too quickly won, 
T'll frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay, 
So thou wilt woo; but, else, not for the world, 
In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond; 
And therefore thas may'st think my havyiour 
light: 8 | 
But trust me, = FINER I'll prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be strange. 
I should have been more strange, I must confels, 
But that thou over-heard'st, ere I was ware, 
My true love's passion : therefore pardoa me; 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 
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Which the dark night hath so discovered. 
Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon T swear, 
That tips with silver all the-e fruit-tree tops, — 
Jul. O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant 
moon 
That monthly changes in her circled orb, 
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 
Rom, What sball Iswear by? 
Jul. Do not swear at all; 
Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 
Which is the god of my idolJatry, 
And I'll believe thee. 
tom. If my heart's dear love — 
Jul. Well, ho not swear: although I joy in 
thee, 
[ have no joy of this contract to-night: . 
It is too rash, too unadvis'd, too sudden; 
Too like tbe lightning, which doth cease to be, 
Ere one can say — It lightens. Sweet, good 
night! | 
This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath, 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we 
meet. 
Good night, good night! as sweet repose and 
rest 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breast! 
Rom. O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied ? 
Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to- 
night? 
Rom. The exchange of thy love's faithful yow 
for mine. | 
Jul. J gave thee mine before thou didst request 
it: 
And yet I would it were to give again. 
Rom. Would'st thou withdraw it? for what 
; purpose, love ? 
Jnl. But to be frank, and give it thee again. 
And yet I wish but for the thing I baye: 
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My bounty is as boundleſs as the sea, 
My love as deep; the more I give to thee, 
The more I kave, for both are iulinite. 
[Nurse calls within, 
T hear some noise within; Dear love, adieu! 
Anon, good nurse! — Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay but a little, I will come again. [F'xit, 
Rom. O blesscd blessed night! I am afeard, 
Being in night, all this is but a dream, 
To flattering-sweet to be substantial. 


Re-enter Jurtr, above. 


Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night, 
indeed. 
If that thy bent of love be honourable, 
Thy purpose matriage, send me word to-morrow, 
By one that Lil procure to come to thee, 
Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the 
rite ; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot T1 lay, 
And ſollow thee my lord throughout the world: 
Nur. [within,} Madam. 
Ju. J come, anon: — But if thou mean'st not 
well, 
I do beseech thee, — 
Nurse. [uithin.] Madam. 
Jul. By and by, come: — 
To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief: 
To-morrow will I sead. 
Rom. So thiive my soul. 
Jul. A thousand times good night! [ Exit 


Rom. A thousand times the worse, to wait 
thy light. — - 
Love goes toward love, as school-boys fromAbeir 
| books; | 
But love from love, toward school with heavy 
looks. [retiridg Slowly. 


Re-enter 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


39 


Re-enter Juri, above. 
Jul. Hist! Romeo, hist! — O, for a faulconer's 
voice, 4 * 


To lure this tassel-gentle hack again! 

Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud; 
Else would I tear the cave where echo lies, 

And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine 
With repetition of my. Romeo's name. 

| Rom. It is my soul, that calls upon my name: 
How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night, 


Like softest musick to attending ears! 
Jul. Romeo! a 


Rom. Madam. 
Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow 
Shall TL send to thee? 
Rom. At the hour of nine. 
Jul. T will not fail; 'tis twenty years till then. 
I have forgot why I did call thee back, 
Rom. Let me stand here till thou remember it. 


Jul. I shall forget, to have thee still stand 
there, | 


Ronny Ong bow I love thy company. 
Rom. And I'll still stay, to have thee still 
forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 
Jul. Tis almost morning, 1 would have thee 
one: 
And yet no further than a wanton's bird; 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand, 
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyvea, 
And with a silk thread plucks in back again, 
So loving-jealous of his liberty. ; 
Rom. f would, I were thy bird, 
Jul. Sweet, so would I: do 
Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing, 


Good night, good night! parting is such sweet 
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My bounty is as boundlels as the sea, 
My love as deep; the more I give to thee, 
The more I have, for both are ialinite. 

[Nurse calls Mithin. 
T hear some noise within; Dear love, adieu! 
Anon, good nurse! — Sweet Montague, be true, 
Stay but a little, Iwill come again. [ Exit, 

Rom. O blesscd blessed night! IT am afeard, 

Being in night, all this is but a dream, 
To flattering-sweet to be substantial. 


Re-enter Jurtr, above. 


Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night, 
indeed, 
If that thy bent of love be honourable, 
Thy purpose ma:riage, send me word to-morrow, 
By one that [il procure to come to thee, 
Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the 
rite ; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot I'Il Jay, 
And ſollow thee my lord throughout the world: 
Nur. [within. | Madam. 
Jul, T come, anon: — But if thou mean'st not 
well, 
I do beseech thee, — 
Nurse. [| within. | Madam. 
Jul. By and by, | come: — 
To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief: 
To-morrow will | sead. 
Rom. So thiive my soul, — 
Jul. A thousand times good night! [ Exit, 
Rom. A thousand times the worse, to wait 
thy light. — - 
Love goes toward love, as school-boys fromAbeir 


books; 
But love from love, toward school with heavy 
looks. [retiridg Slowly. 


Re-enter 
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Re- enter Juri Tr, above. 


Jul. Hist! Romeo, bist! — O, for a faulconer's 
voice, Het 

To lure this tassel-gentle hack again! 

Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud; 

Else would I tear the cave where echo lies, 

And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine 

With repetition of my. Romeo's name. 

Rom. It is my soul, that calls upon my name: 
How silver-sweet sound lovers“ tongues by night, 
Like softest musick to attending ears! 

Jul. Romeo! T 

Rom. Madam. 

Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow 
Shall TL send to thee? 

Rom. At the hour of nine. 

Jul. J will not fail; 'tis twenty years till then. 
I have forgot why I did call thee back, 

Rom. Let me stand here till thou remember it. 


Jul. I shall forget, to have thee still stand 
there, 


Rememb'ring bow I love thy company. 
Rom. And IL'II still stay, to have thee still 
| forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this, 
Jul. 'Tis almost morning, 1 would have thee 
one : 
And yet no further than a wanton's bird; 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand, 
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves, 
And with a silk thread plucks in back again, 
So loving-jealons of his liberty. 
Rom. 7 would, I were thy bird, 


Jul. Sweet, 80 would I: 1 
Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. 
Good night, good night! parting is such sweet 
sorrow, 


Vol. VII. U 
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That I shall say — good night, till it be morrow, 


| = | [Exit, 
Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in 
; "IN thy breast! — chips 


Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest! 


Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell; 


His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. | 
| | pl. x. I Exit. 


s C N N E 111. 
F riar Laurence's Cell, 


Enter Friar Lawrence, with 4 basket. | 


Fri. The grey-ey'd morn smiles on the frovwn- 
. ing night, | | 
Checkering _ eastern clouds with streaks of 
i WN 
And flecked G like a drunkard reels _ 
From forth day's path-way, made by Titan's wheels: 
Now ere the sun advance his burning eye, 


The day to cheer, and night's dank dew to dry, 


I must up- fill this osier cage of ours, 
With balefnl weeds, and precious - juiced flowers. 


The earth, that's nature's mother, is her tomb; 


What is her burying grave, that is her womb; 
And from her womb children of divers kind 


We sucking on her natural bosom find; 


Many for many virtues excellent. 
None but for some, and yet all different. 

O, mickle is the powerful grace, that lies 

In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities: 
For novght 80 vile that on the earth doth live, 
But to the earth some special good doth give; 


Nor aught 80 good, but, strain'd from that fair 
a 8 use; e end!” 


* 
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Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse: 
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapply'd; j 
And vice sometime's by action dignify'd. Mi 

Within the infant rind of this small flower , i: 

Poison hath residence, and med'cine power: 

For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each 

— art; * | . 

Being el, "bo all senses with the heart. _ 

Two such opposed foes encamp them still 

In man as well as herbs, grace, and rude will; 

And, where the worser is predomivant, | 
Full soon the canker death eats up that plant, 


\ 


41 


Enter Romt 0, 


Rom. Good motrow, father! 

Fri. Benedicite ! N 
What early tongue 80 sweet saluteth me? — 
Voung son, it argues a distemper'd head, 

So soon to bid good mortow to thy bed: 
Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye, 
And where care lodges, sleep will neverilie; 
But where unbruised youth with uustuff'd brain 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep dot 


. 


SER. ( es 
Therefore thy oalinels doth me assure, 
Thou art up-rous'd by some distemp'rature : 
Or if not 80, then here I hit it right — 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night, 4 
Romi That last is true, the sweeter rest was 
| mine, e 25 | | 
Fri. God pardon sin! wast thou with Roga- 
CM ine? 


— - 
r  — — — 


— 2 


Rom. With Rosaline, my ghostly father? noz 
'T have forgot that name, end that name's woe. 


Fri. That's my good son: But where hast thou 
been then? 


Rom, Tl) tell thee, ere thou ask it me again, 
2 Us | 


- — — — — * — 
n At <> od 2 


— — — 
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T have been feasting with mine enemy; 
Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy physick lies: 
I bear no ad; blessed man; for, lo, 
My intercession likewise steads my foe. 
Fri. Be plain, good sou, and bomely in thy 
/ drift; 
Riddling confession finds but riddling sbrift, 
Rom. Then plainly know, my hearts dear love 
is set. ä | 
On the fair davghter of rich Capulet: 
As mine on hers, so hers it set on mine; 
And all combin'd, save what thou must combine 
By holy marriage: When, and where, and bow, 
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of yow, 
I'm tel] thee as we pals; but this I pray, 
That thou consent to marry us this day. 
Fri. Holy saint Francis! what a change is here! 
Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love 80 = | 
So soon forsaken? young men's love then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
Jesu Maria! what a deal of brine 
Hath wash'd thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline! | 
How much salt water thrown away in waste, 
To season love, that of it doth not taste! 
The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears, 
Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears; 
Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit 
Of an old tear that is not wash'd off yet: 
If &er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine, 
Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline; 


And art thou chang'd? pronounce this sentence 


then — 


Women may fall, when there's no strength in 


: men. | 
Rom. Thou chidd'st me oft for loving Rosaline. 
Fri, For doting, not for loving, pupil mine. 
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Rom. And bad'st me bury love. 
Fri. Not in a grave, 
To lay one in, another out to have. 


Rom. I pray thee, chide not: she, whom I love 


Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow ; 
The other did not so. 

Fri. O, she knew well, 
Thy love did'read by rote, aud could not spell. 


But come, youug waverer, come go with me, 
In one respect Il thy assistant be; 


For this alliance may so happy prove, 

To turn your bousholds' rancour to pure love. 
Rom. O, let us hence; I stand on sudden haste. 
Frs. Wisely, aud slow; They stumble, that run 

fast. ¶Exeunt. 


-BCENME- I. 


AFtreet. 
| Enter BenvorLio, and MERCUTIO. 


Mer. Where the devil should this Romeo be? 
— Came he not home to-night? 


Ben. Not to bis father's; I spoke with bis 
man. 


Mer. Ah, that same pale hard - hearted wench, 
that Rosaline, 
Torments him so, that he will sure run mad. 
Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet, 
Hath sent a letter to his father's house. 
Mer. A challenge, on my life. 
Ben. Romeo will answer it. 


Mer. Any man, that can write, may answer & 
d letter. 
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Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter's master 
how he dares, being dared, | 


Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead! 


stabb'd with a white wench's black eye; shot 
thorough the ear with a love-song; the very pin 


of his heart cleft with the blind bow + boy's butt- 
sbaft; And eis he a man to encounter Tybalt? 
Ben. Why, what is Tybalt? | 
Mer. More than prince of cats, I can tell you. 
O, be is the courageous captain of compliments. 
He ſights as you sing prick-song, Feeps time, dis- 
tance, and proportion; rests me his minim rest, 
one, two, and the third in your bosom: the very 
butcher of a silk button, a duellist, a duellist; a 
gentleman of the very first house, — of the ſirst 
and second cause: Ah, the immortal passado! the 


punto reverso! the hay! — 


Ben The what? 

Mes The pox of such antick, lisping, affecting 
fantasticoes; these new tuners of accents! — B 
Jesu, @ very good blade! — a very tall man! — 


a very good whore! — Why, is not this a la- 


ment#ble thing, grandsire, that we should be thus 
afflicted with these strange flies, these fashion- 
mongers, these pardonnez-moy's,who stand so much 
on the new form, that they cannot sit at ease on 
the old bench? O, their bons, their bons! 


Enter RoMREO. 


Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 


8 Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring: — 


flesh, flesh, how art thou fishilied! — Now 1s 
be for the numbers that Petrarch flow'd in: Laura, 
to his lady, was but a kitchen - wench; -— marry, 
she had a better love to be-rhyme her: Dido, a 
dowdy; Cleopatra, a gipsy;z Helen and Hero, 


hildings and harlots; Thisbe, a grey eye or 80, 


— 


* 


but not to the purpose, — Signior Romeo, bon 
jour! there's a French salutation to your French 
slop. You gave us the counterfeit fairly last 
night. 
; Good morrow to you both. What 
counterfeit did J give you? | 105 

Mer, The slip, sir, the slip; Can you not con- 
ceive? | 

Rom. Pardon, good Mercutio, my busineſs was 
great; and, in guch a case as mine, a man may 
strain courtesy. 

Mer. That's as much as to say — such a case 
as yours constrains a man to bow ein the hams. 

Rom. Meaning — to court'sy. 

Mer. Thou hast most kindly hit it. 

Rom. A mos: courteous exposition. 

Mer. Nay, 1 am the very pink of courtesy, 

Rom. Pink for flower, . 

Mer. Right. | | 

Rom. Why, then is my pump well flower'd. 
Mer. Well said: follow me this jest now, till 
thou hast worn out thy pump; that, when the 


single sole of it is worn, the jest may remain, 


aſter the wearing, solely singular. 


Rom. O single-soled jest, solely singular for the 


singlenels! 


Mer, Come between us, good Benvolio; my 


wits fail. ; : 
Rom. Switch and gpurs, switch and 'spurs;z or 
III ery a match, | | 
Mer, Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chase, 
J have done; for thou hast more of the wild: 
oose in one of thy wits, than, I am sure, I bave 
in r five; Was I with you there for the 
oose 5 ; 
e Rom, Thou wast never with me for any thing, 
when thou wast not tbere for the goose. 
Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jest. 
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Rom, Nay, good goose, bite not. 
Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting; it is a 
most sharp sauce. ” | 


Rom. And is it not well served in to a sweet 
goose? 


1 


Mer. O, here's a wit of cheverel, that stretches 
from an inch narrow to an ell broad! 

Rom. I stretch it out for that word — broad: 
which added to the goose, proves thee far and 
wide a broad goose. 3 | 

Mer, Why, is not this better now than groan- 
ing for love? now art thou sociable, now art 
thou Romeo; now art thou what thou art, by 
art as well as by nature: for this driveling love 
is like a great natural, that runs lolling up and 
down to hide his bauble in a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, stop there. 

Mer. Thon desirest me to stop in my tale a- 
gainst the hair. | 


Ben. Thou would'st else have made thy tale 
large. | 


Mer. O, thou art deceived, I would have made 
it short: for I was come to the whole depth of 


my tale: and meant, indeed, to occupy the argu- 
ment no longer. | 


Rom. Here's goodly geer! 


% 


Enter Nurse, and PxTER. 


Mer. A sail, a sail, a sail! 

Ben. Two, two; a shirt, and a smock. 

Nurse. Peter! | 

Peter. Anon? 

Nurse. My fan, Peter. | 

Mer. Pr'ythee, do, good Peter, to hide her 
face; for her fan's the fairer of the two. _ 

Nurse, God ye good morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. God ye good den, fair gentlewoman. 


* 
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Nurse. Is it good den? | 
Mer. Tis no leſs, I tell you; for the bawdy 
band of the dial is now upon the prick of noon. 
Nurse. Out upon you! what a man are you? 
Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God hath made 
himself to mar. 
Nurse. By my troth, it is well said; — For 


bimself to mar, quoth'a ? — Gentlemen, can any 


of you tell me where I may find the young 
Romeo ? 

Rom, I can tell you; but young Romeo will 
be older when you have found him, than he was 
when you sought him: I am the youngest of that 
name, for 'fault of a worse. 

Nurse. You say well. 

Mer. Yea, is the worst well? very well took, 
i'faith; wisely, wisely, 

Nurse. If you be he, sir, I desire some confi- 
dence with you. 

Ben. She will indite him to some $upper. 

Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd! 80 ho! 

Rom. What hast thou found? 

Mer. No hare, sir; unleſs a hare, sir, in a 
lenten pye, that is something stale and hoar ere 
it be spent. 

An old hare hoar, 

And an old hare hoar, 

Is very good meat in lent: 

But a hare that is hoar, 

Is too much for a Score, 

When it hoars ere it be spent. — 


* WOODY will you come to "wo father's? we'll to 
dinner thither. 


Rom, I will follow you. 


Mer. Farewel, ancient lady; s farewel, lady; 
lady, lady. 
. [Exzeunt MzxcurT1o, and BzxvoL1o. 
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Nurse. Marry, farewell! — I pray you, sir, 
what saucy merchant was this, that was $0 full 
of his ropery? | | 

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear: 
bimself talk; and will speak more in a minute, 
than he will stand to in a month,” IT 

Nurse. An 'a speak any thing against me, III 
take him down an 'a were lustier than be is, and 
twenty such Jacks; and if I cannot, VII find those 
that schall. Scurvy knave! I am none of his 
flirt pills; Jam none of his skains mates: — And 


thou must stand by too, and suffer every knave 
to use me at his pleasure? | 


Pet. TI saw no man use you at his pleasure; if 


I had, my weapon should quickly have been out, 


1 wairent you; I dare draw as soon as another 
nn, v1 8ee occasion in a good quarrel, and the 
da on my side. 2 | my 
\Nurse, Now, afore God, I am so vex'd, that 
every part about me quivers.. Scurvy knave! — 
Pray you, sir, a word: and as I told you, my 
young lady bade me inquire you out; what she 
bade me say, I will keep to myself: but first let 
we tell ye, if ye should lead her into a fool's pa- 
radise, as they say, it were a very groſs kind of 
behaviour, as they say; for the gentlewoman is 
young; and, therefore, if you should deal double 
with her, truly, it were an ill thing to be offered 


to any gentlewoman, and very weak dealing. 


Rom, Nurse, commend me to thy lady and 
mistrels. I protest unto thee, — | 

Nurse. Good heart! and, i'faith, I will tell 
her as much; Lord, lord, she will be a joyful 
woman. | | 


Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurto ? thou 
| dost not mark me. | 
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Nurse. I will tell her, sir, — that you do 
ptotest; which, as I take it, is a gentleman - like 


offer. . A 
Rom, Bid her devise 80me means to come to 
| shrift a 
This afternoon; | 
And tbere sbe sball at friar Lawrence' cell _ 
Be sbriv'd, and marry'd. Here is for thy pains. f 
Nurse. No, truly, sir; not a penny. IIA 


—— 


Rom. Go to; | 8ay, you shall. 5 | 

Nurse, This afternoon, sir? well, she shall be | 

there, 4 

Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey- | 
wall: | 


Within this hour my man shall be with thee; 
And bring thee cards made like a tackled stair; 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 
Must be my convoy in the secret night. | 
Farewel! —,Be trusty, and LI quit thy pains. } 
Farewel! — Commend me to thy mistreſs. . | 
Nurse. Now God in heaven bleſs thee! — Hark , | 
you, sir. » | 
Rom. What say'st thou, my dear nurse? | | 
Nurse. Is your man secret? Did you ne'er | 
bear say — 
Two may keep counsel, putting one away? 
Rom. I warrant thee: my man's as true as 
| steel. ; CC 
Nurse. Well, sir z. my mistreſs in the sweetest 
lady — Lord, lord! — when 'twas a little prat- 
ing, thing, — O, — there's a nobleman in town 
one Paris, that would fain lay knife aboard; but 
she, good soul, had as lieve see a toad, a very 
toad, as see him, I anger ber sometimes, and 
tell her that Paris is the properer man; but lll! 
warrant you, when 1 say 80, shee looks as pale 2 
as any clout in the varsal world. Doth not rose- 
mary and Romeo begin both withl a letter? 
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\ 


Rom. bs: nurse; What of that? both with 


an K. 


1 


Nurse. Ah, aa thats the dog's name. R 
is for the dog. No; I know it begins with some 
other letter: and she hath the prettiest sententious 


of it, of you and rosemary, that it would do you 
ood to bear it. 


Rom. Commend me to thy bby. 


Nurse. Ay, a thousand times, — Peter? 
Pet. Anon ? 


Nurse. Peter, Take my fan, — go before. 
[Exeunt, 


LExit. 


8 G EN E V. 
Capulet's Garden. 


Enter Jurxixkr. 


Jul. The clock struck nine, whel I did send 
the nurse; 


In half an hour she promis d to return. 
Perchance, she cannot meet him: — that's not 


80. — 
O, sbe is lame! love's heralds should be 
3 thoughts, 
Which ten times faster glide than the sun's 
beams, 


Dre back shadows over lowring hills: 
Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love, 
And therefore bath the wind-swift Cupid wings. 
Now is, the sun upon the bighmost hill | 
Of this day's journey; and from nine till twelve 
Is three long hours, — yet she is not come. 
Had she affections, and warm youthful blood, 
She'd be as swift in motion as a ball; 


My words would bandy her to' my aweet love, 
Aud his to me: | 
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But old folks, many feign as they were dead; 
Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead. 


» 
Enter Nurse, and Peter. 


O God, she comes! — O honey nurse, what 

| news ? & 

Hast thou niet with bim? Send thy man away. 
Nurse. Peter, stay at the pate. Exit Peter. 
Jul. Now, good sweet nurse, — O lord! why 

look'st thou sad? ' | 

Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily; 

If good, thou sbam'st the musick of sweet news 

By playing it to me with so sour a face. 
Nurse. 1 am aweary, give me leave a while;z— 


Fie, how my bones ache! What a jaunt have I 


had! 
Jul. I would, thou hadst my bones, and I 
| thy news: 
| Nay, come, I pray thee, speak; — good, good 
nurse, speak. | e 
Nurse. Jesu, what haste? can you not stay 
N awhile ? | 
Do you not see, that I am out of breath? 
Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou 
ast breath" AN? 
To say to me — that thou art ont of breath? 
The excuse, that thou dost make in this delay, 
Is longer than the tale thou dost excusge. 
Is they news good, or bad? answer to that; 
Say either, and [Il stay the circumstance: 
Let me be satisfied, Is it good or bad? 
Nurse. Well, you have made a gimple choice; 
you know not how to choose a man: Romeo! 


no, not he; though bis. face be better than any 


man's, yet his leg excels all men's; and for a hand, 
and a foot, and a body, — though they be not to 
be talk'd on, yet they are past compare: He is 
ot the flower of courtesy, — but, I'Il warrant 
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him, as gentle as a Jamb. — Go thy ways, wench; 


serve God: — What, have you dined at home? 


Jul No, no: But all this did I know before ; 


What says he of our marriage? what of that? 


Nurse. Lord, how my head akes! what a 
head have TI? | 
Tt beats as it would fall in twenty pieces, 
My back o' b other side, — O, my back, my 
"NF back! = + | 
Beshrew your heart, for sending me about, 
To catch my death with jaunting up'and down | 
Jul, Tfaith, I am sorry that thou art not 
* well: 5 
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says 
| my love? 3 
Nurse. Your love says like an honest gentle- 
man, Te 


And' a courteous, and a kind, and a handseme, 


And, I warrant, a.virtuous: — Where is your 


mother ? 2 
Jul. Where is my mother? — why, she 1s 
within; ps 


Where should she be? How oddly thou re- 


| . . n 
Your love gays like an honest gentleman, *—= 
Where is your mother? 

Nurse. O, God's lady dear! 1 
Are you 80 hot? Marry, come up, I trow 
Is this the poultice for my aking bones ? 


Henceforward do your messages yourself. 


Jul. Here's such a coil; — Come, what says 


Romeo? . N 
Nurse Have you got leave to go to sbrift to- 
8 day? Ge bg 
Jul. I have. — Ab I” 
Nurse. 8 you hence to friar Lawrence 
v . . Ce 8 As 


There stays a husband to make you a wiſe: 


-_ 


"1 
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Now comes the wanton blood np in your 


cheeks, , 
They'll be in scarlet straight at any news, 
Hie you to church; I must another way, 
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Must climb a bird's nest soon, when it is dark: 
] am the drudge, and toil in your delight: 
But you shall . the burden soon at night. 
Go, I'll to dinner; hie you to the cell. 


Jul, Hie to high fortune! — honest nurse, 
farewel. | [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 


Friar Lawrence's Cell. 
Enter Friar LAwnENce, and RoMeo. 


Fri: So smile the heavens upon this holy act, 
That after-hours with sorrow chide us not! 


Rom. Amen, amen! but come what sorrow 
can, 1 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her sight: 
Do thou but close our hands with holy words, 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare, 
It is enough I may but call her mine, 


Fri. These violent delights haye violent ends, 
And in their triumph die; like fire and powder, 


Which as they kiſs, consume: The sweetest 


honey _ . 
Is loathsome, in his own deliciousneſs, 
And in the taste confounds the appetite : 


Therefore, love moderately ;. long love doth s0; 


Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow. 
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Enter Jurizr, 


Here comes the lady: — O, so light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint: 
A lover may bestride the gossamours 
That idle in the wanton summer air, 
And yet not fall; so light is vanity. | 
Jul. Good even to my ghostly confessor. 
Fri. Romeo sball thank thee, daughter, for us 


— 


- 


both, | | 
Jul. As much to him, else are his thanks too 
much. 


Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy 
Be heap'd like mine, and that thy skill be 
more | 
To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and Jet rich musick's tongu 
Unfold the imagin'd happineſs that both | 
Receive in either by this dear encounter. 

Jul. Conceit, more rich in matter than in 
WY words, J |; RO 
Brags of his substance, not of ornament : 
They are but beggars that can count their worth; 
But my true leve is grown to such excels, 
Ifannot sum up half my sum of wealth. 

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make 

s bort work; ä | 
For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone, 
Till holy church incorporate two in one. - 


75 [Exeunt. 


ACT. 
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ACT HII. SCENE I. 
A publick Place, 
Enter Mxxcurro, Benvyorio, Page, and Servanigh 


Ben. I pray tbee, good Mercutio, let's retire; 
The day is bot, the Capulets abroad, 

And, if we meet, we shall not 'scape a braw]; 
For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stir- 
| ring. | 

Mer. Thou alt like one of those fellows, that, 
when he enters the confines of a tavern, claps me 
bis sword upon the table, and says, God gend me 
no need of thee, and, by the operation of the se- 
cond cup, draws it on the drawer, when, indeed, 
there is no need. 

Ben, Am I like such a fellow? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in 
thy mood as any in Italy; and as soon moved to 
be moody, and as 800n moody to be moyed. 

Ben. And what to? | | | 

Mer. Nay, an there were two such, we should 
| have none shortly, for one would kill the other. 
Thou! why thou wilt quarrel with a man that 
hath'a hair more, or a hair leſs, in his beard, than 
thou hast. Thou wilt quarrel with a man for 
cracking nuts, having no other reason but because 
thou hast hazel eyes; What eye, but such an eye, 
would spy out such a quarrel? Thy head is as 
full of quarrels, as an egg is full of meat; and yet 
thy bead hath been beaten as addle as an egg, 


for quarrelling. Thou hast quarrell'd with a man 
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for coughing in the street, because he hath wak- 
en'd thy dog that hath lain asleep in the sun. 
Didst thou not fall out with a tailor-for wearin 

bis new doublet before Easter? with another, for 


tying his new shoes with old ribband? and yet 


thou wilt tutor me from quarreling! 
Ben, An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art, 


any man should buy the fee-simple of my life for 
an hour and a quarter, : 


Mer. The fee-simple? O simple! 


Enter TrnAlr, and Others. 


Ben. By my head, here come the Capulets. 
Mer. By my heel, I care not. | 
Tyb. Follow me close, for T will speak to 
| them. — SOTO | 
Gentlemen, good den: a word with one of you. 
Mer. And but one- word with one of us? 


Couple it with something; make it a word and 
a blow. 


Tyb. You shall find me apt enough to that, sir, 


if you will give me occasion. 


Mer. Could you not take some occasion with- 

out piving? _ | e 
Tyb. Mercutio, thou consort'st with Romeo, — 
Mer. Consort! what, dost thou make us min- 


strels? an thou make minstrels of us, look to hear 


nothing but discords: here's my fiddlestick; here's 
that shall make you dance. Zounds, consort! 
Ben. We talk here in the publick haunt of 
men: 5 e 
Either withdraw into some private place, 
Or reason doldly of your grievanees, 


Or else depart; here all eyes gaze on us. 


Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, and let 
| them gaze; | 


I will not budge for no man's pleasure, I. | 


j . | % 
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. Enter Romeo, 
Tyb. Well; peace be with you; sir! here 
2 comes my man. 8 
Mer. But do be hang'd; sir, if he wear. your 
BY OTF: ; 
Marry, go before to field, he'll be your follower; 
Your worship; in that sense; may call him — 
* 1 man. 3 * = n 
Tyb. eg the hate I bear thee, can af- 
ford | 3 5 
No better term than this — Thou art a villain. 
Rom. Tybalt, the reason that I have to love 
I thee | It 45,54 
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage 
To such a greeting: — Villain am I none; 


Therefore farewel; I see, thou know'st me not. 


Tyb. Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries 
That thou hast done me; therefore turn, aud 

N ne e 

Rom. I do protest, I never injur'd thee; 


. 


But love thee better than thou canst devise, 


Till thou shalt know the reason of my love: 
And so; good Capulet, — which name I tender 
As dearly as mine own; — be satisfiec. 

Mer. O calm, dishonourable, vile submission! 
A la $toceata carries it away — [das. 
Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk 7 

Tyb. What would'st thou have with ine? 

er. Good king of cats, nothing, but one of 


your nine lives; that I mean to make bold withal, 


and, as you shall use me hereafter, dry- beat the 


rest of the eight. Will you 3 your sword 


out of his pilcher by the ears? make haste, lest 
mine be about your ears ere it be out. 
Tyb. I am for you. a drawing. 
Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. 
Mer. Come, sir, your passado. [They fight, 
| X $ 
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Rom. Draw, Benvolio; 


Beat down their weapons: — Gentlemen, for 
shame | 


Forbear this outrage; — Tybalt — Mercutio — 


The prince exprelsly hath forbid this bandyin 

In Verona streets: — hold, Tybalt; — good 
Mercutio. 

[Exeunt Tybalt and his. Partizans, 


Mer. I am buit; — | 
A plague o' both the houses! — IT am 8ped: — 
Is he gone, and hath nothing? 
Ben, What, art thou hurt? 
Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch; marry, *tis 
| enough, — | 
Where is my Page! — go, villain, fetch a surgeon. 
[Exit Page. 
Rom. Courage, man; the hurt cennot be much. 
Mer. No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor 80 


- wide as a church door; but 'tis enough, twill 


serve: ask for me to-morrow, and you shall find 
me a grave man. I am pepper'd, I warrant, for 
this world: — A plague o' both your houses! — 
*Zounds, a dog, a rat, a mouse, a cat, to scratch 
a man to death! a bragpart, a rogue, a villain, 
that fights by the book of arithmetick! — Why, 
the devil, came you between us? I was hurt 
under your arm. | | | | 
Rom. I thought all for the best. 
Mer. Help me into some house, Benvolio, 
Or I sball faint. — A plague o' both your 
houses! | 


They have made worm's meat of me: 


1 have it, and soundly too: — Your houses! 
[Exeunt Mercurio, and Bxnyor.o, 


Rom. This gentleman, the prince's near ally, 
My very friend, hath got this mortal hurt 
my behalf; my reputation stain'd 
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With Tybalt's slander, Tybalt, that an hour 
Hath been my kinsman: — O sweet Juliet, 
The beauty hath made me effeminate, 

And in my temper soften'd yalour's steel. 


/ 1 
Re-enter BzxxvoLro.! 


k 


Ben. O ef Romeo, brave Mercutio's , 
dead; - f 
That gallant spirit hath aspir'd the clouds, | 
Which too untimely here did scorn the earth. 
Rom. 'This day's black fate on more days 
doth depend; 
This but begins the woe, others must end. 


fi Re-enter TyBALT. 
Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back 
again, 
Rom. Alive! in triumph! and Mercutia slain! 
Away to heaven, respective lenity, — 
And Bre- eyd fury be my conduct now! — 
Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again, f 
That late thou gav'st me; for Mercutio's soul 
Is but a little way above our heads, 
Staying for thine to keep him company ; 
Either thou, or I, or both, must go with him. 
Tyb. Thou, 8 boy, that didst consort 
him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 
Rom. This shall determine that. | | 
| "FF hey fight; Tybalt falls. | 9 
Ben. Romeo, away, be gone! 
The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain: — 1 
Stand not amaz'd: — the prince will doom thee e 
death, 
If thou art token : — hence! — be gone! — 
FF away! 
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Rom, O! I am fortnne's fool! 
Ben. Why dost thou tay? [Exit Rouxo. 
Enter Citizens, etc. 


1. cit. Wuich way ran he, that kill'd Mer- 
cutio? 
Tybalt, that murderer, which way run he? 
Ben, There lies that Tybalt, 
1. Cit. Up, Sir, with me; 
1 charge thee in the pee s name, obey, 


Enter Prince, FOE Ty MonTacvue, Carver, 
their Wives, and Others. 


Prince. * are the vile beginners of this 
fre 
Ben. O noble prince, IJ can discover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl ; 
There lies the man, slain by young Romeo, 
That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio. 
La, Cap. Tybalt, my cousin! — Q my bro⸗ 
ther's Child! - 
Vahappy 8sight! ah me, the blood is spill'd 
Of my dear kinsman! — Prince, as thou art 
true, 


For blood of ours, shed blood of Mantague. — — 


O cousin, cousin! 


Prin. Benvolio, Who began this bloody fray? 


Ben. Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's hand 
did slay; 
Romeo that spoke him fair, 8 * pethink 
How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal 
Your bigh displeasure: — all this — uttered 
With gentle Fr calm look, knees humbly 
aw 

Could not take truce with the n 1 
Of l deaf to pesce, buy hat he tilts 
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With piercing steel at bold Mercutio's breast; 

Who, all as tae: turns deadly point to point, / 

And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats 

Cold death aside, and with the other sends 

It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity 

Retorts it: Romeo be cries aloud, 

Hold, friends friends, part! and, swifter than 
| his tongue, 9 89 vl | 

His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 

And *twixt them rushes; underneath whose arm 

An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life 

Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled; 

But by and by comes back to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertain'd reveuge, 

And to't they go like lightning > for, ere I. 

Could draw * part them, was stout Tybalt 

. slain; - 

And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly: 

This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. | 

La. Cap, He is a kinsman to the Montague, 
Affection makes him false, he speaks not true: 


Some twenty 5" them fought in this black 

| staife | 

And all those twenty could but kill one life: : 
t J beg for justice, Which thou, prince, must 

ö ive; ; 


Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live, 4 
Prin. Romeo slew him, he 8lew Mercutio; 


? Who now the price of his dear blood doth. 
i coe? 4 4 4 
Mon, Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercntio's 
| friend; e jor. 
His fault — but, What the law should 
end, 


The life of Tybalt. | 
Prin. And, for that offence, 
Inimediately we do exile him hence; 
1 have an interest in your hates' proceeding, , 
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o 
* 
1 


ing; 
But T'll amerce you with so strong a fine, 
That you sball all repent the loſs of mine: 
I will be deaf to pleading and excuses; 
Nor tears, nor prayers, shall purchase out ab- 
e uses, 
Therefore use none: let Romeo hence in haste, 
Else, when he's found, that hour is his last. 
Bear hence this body, and attend our will: 
Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill. 

} 


My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a bleed- 


SCENE II. 
A Room in Capulet's House. 
Enter joiiks: 1 


Jul. Gallop apace, you firy-footed steeds, 


Towards Phoebus' mansion; such a waggoner 


As Phaeton would whip you to the west, 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. 
Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night! 


That run-away's eyes may wink; and Romeo 


Leap to these arms, untalk'd of, and unseen! — 

Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 

By their own beauties: or, if love be blind, 

It best agrees with night. — Come, civil night, 

Thou sober-suited matron, all in black, 

And learn me how to lose a winning match, 

Play'd for a pair of stainleſs maidenhoods: 

Hood my unmann'd blood bating in my cheeks, 

With thy black mantle; till strange love, grown 
bold, "I" 0 

Think true love acted, simple modesty. 

Come, night! — Come, Romeo! come, thou 
| day in nicbe! 


* 
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For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 

Whiter than new snow upon a ravens back, — 

Come, gentle night; come, loving, black-brow'd 
night, | | | 

_ Give me my — and, when he shall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little stars, 

And he will make the face of heaven so fine, 

That all the world will be in love with night, 

And pay no worship to the garish sun. — 

O, I have bought the mansion of a love, 

But not posseſs'd it; and, though I am gold, 

Not yet enjoy'd: So tedious is this day, 

As is the night before some festival 

To an impatient child, that bath new robes, 

And may not wear them. O, here comes my 

1 nurse, | 


Enter Nurse, with cords. 


And she brings news; and every tongue, that 


speaks 
But Romeo's name, Speaks heavenly elo- 
| uence. — _ 
Now, nurse, what news? What hast thou there ? 
the .cords, 


That Romeo bade thee fetch? > ß | 
Nurse. Ay, ay, the cords. [throws them down. 
Jul. Ab me! what news! why dost thou wring 

thy bands? 
Nurse. Ab well-a-day! he's dead, he's dead, 
he's dead! | 

We are undone, lady, we are undone! — 

Alack the day! — he's gone, he's kill'd, he's 

| dead! : 
Jul. Can heaven be 80 envious ? 
Nurse. Romeo can, | | 
Though heaven cannot: — O Romeo! Ro- 
meo! —' * 5 
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Who ever would have thought it? — Romeo! 
Jul, What devil art thou, that dost torment 
. me thus? 
: This torture should he roar'd in dismal hell. 
| Hath Romeo slain himself? say thou but J, 
| l And that bare vowel I shall poison more 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice ; 
I am not I, if there be such an I; * 
| Or those eyes sbut, that make the answer, I. 
0 If he be slain, say — Is or if not, no: 
Brief sounds determine of my weal, or woe. 
Nurse. I saw the wound, Lsaw it with mine 


1 


pour of IE 
— * 


| | Ses, ere 

i 1 God gave the mark ! — here on his manly 
11 „ drt: . OT HIT 

i A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse; 


> Pale, pale as ashes, all bedawb'd in blood, | 
All in gore blood; — TI swoonded at the sight. 
Jul. O break, my heart! — poor bankrupt, 
= break at once! 205 
To prison, eyes! ne'er look on liberty! 
Vile earth, to earth resign; end motion here:; 
And thou, and Romeo, preſs one heavy bier! 
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1 Nurse. M „ {age Tybalt, the best friend I 
1 a 
| O courteous Tybalt! honest gentleman! 
1 That ever I sbould live to see thee dead! 
| Jul, What storm is this, that blows so con- 


trary ? 
Is Romeo -8laughter'd? and is Tybalt dead? 
My dear-loy'd cousin, and my dearer lord ? — 
Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom! 
For who is living, if those two are gone? 
Nur:e. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished; 
Romeo, that kill'd him, he is banished. 
Jul. O God! — did Romeo's hand shed Ty- 
balt's blood? og 530 
' _ Nurse. It did, it did; alas the day! it did. 
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- * | 

Jul, O pens heart, hid with a flow'ring 

' ace, - 

Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave? 

Beautiful tyrant! fiend angelical! 

Dove-feather'd- raven! wer ravening lamb! , 

Despised substance of divinest show! 

Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st, 

A damned saint, an honourable villain! 

O, nature! what hadst thou to do in hell, 

When thou did'st bower the spirit or a fiend 

In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh? — 

Was ever hook, containing such vile matter, 

So fairly bound? O, that deceit should dwell 

In such a gorgeous palace! 
Nurse. There's no trust, 

No faith, no honesty in men; all perjur'd, 

All forsworn, all veg, all dissemblers. — 


* 


Ah, where's my man,? give me some aqua 99 
| vitae; — ws | | 
These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make 

me old. N 


Shame come to Romeo! 
Jul. Blister'd be thy tongue, 
For such a wish! he was not born to shame: 
Upon his brow shame is asbam'd to sit; | 
For. 'tis a throne where honour may be crown' 
Sale monarch of the universal earth. 
O, what a beast was I tq chide at him! 

Nurse. Will you spes well of him that kill'd 

your cousin? 


Jul. Shall I speak ill of him that is my hus- 


band? Nb q | | 
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth 
| thy name, 2 ; 
When I, thy three- hours wife, have mangled 
: It f — | 


But, . wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my | 
TR cousin ? SCAN | 


66 ROMEO AND TJULIET. 


That villaia cousin would have kill'd my hus- 
band: | 
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring; 
Your tributary drops belong to woe, 
Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy. 
My husband by that Tybalt would have 
slain; 
And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my 
husband: . 
As this is comfort; Wherefore weep I then? 
Some word .there. was, worser than Tybalt's 
ho death, 3 
That murder'd me: I would forget it fain; 
But, O! it presses to my memory, 
Like damned puilty deeds to sinners' minds: 
Tybalt is FRE , and Romeo — bamihed ; 
That — banisked, that one word — banisked, 
Hath slain ten thousand Tybalt's. Tybalt's death 
Was woe enough, if it had ended there: 
Or, — if sour woe delights in fellowship, 
And needly will be rank d with other griefs, — 
Why at 2 when sbe said — Tybalt's 
| ead, ; f 
Thy father, or thy mother, nay. or both, | 
Which modern lamentation might have moy'd ? 
But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death, 
Romeo is banished, — to speak that word, 
Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 
All slain, all dead: — Romeo is banished, — 
There is no end, no limit, measure, bound, 
In that word's death; no words can that woe 
| sound. — OTE 
Where is my father, and my mother, nurse? 
Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's 
| Corse: „ ö 
Will you go to them? I will bring you thither. 
Jul. Wash they his wounds with tears? mine 
shall be spent, $0 
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When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banishment. 
Take up those cords: — Poor ropes, you are 
beguil'd, | | | 
Both you and I; for Romeo is exil'd : | 
He made you for a bighway to my bed; 
But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed. 1 
Come, cords; come, nurse; I'll to my wedding 
- bed; 
And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead ! 
Nurse. Hie to your chamber; I'll find Romeo 
To comfort you: — I wot well where he is. 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night; 
II! to bim; be is hid at Laurence cell, 
Jul. O find bim! give this ring to my true 
Knight, ; 
And bid him come to take his last farewel. 
[Exzeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Friar Laurence's Cell. 
| Enter Friar Künne and Romzo. 


Fri. Romeo, come forth; come forth; thou 
fearful man; | r 


Affliction is enamour'd of thy parts, 

And thou art wedded to calamity. 
Rom. Father, what news? what is the prince's 
TS doom? 

What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand, 

That I yet know not? | 
Fri. Too familiar WW 

Is my dear son with such sour company: 

I bring thee tidings of the prince's i ta 


Rom. What leſs than dooms-day' is the prinee's 
. doom ? | 
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But Romeo may not. — More validity, 


Still blask, as thinking their own kisses sin; 
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Fri. A gentlet judgment vanish'd from his 


N | 
Not body's death, but body's banishment. 
Nom. Ha! banishment? be merciful, say — 
h death : | 
For exile hath more terror in his loõk xk, 
Much more than death: do not say — benish- 
8 ment. 
Fri. Hence from Verona art thou banished: 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. . 
Rom. There is no world without Verona 
| I walls; „ 
But purgatory, torture, bell itself. 
Hence-banished is banish'd from the world, 
And world's exile is death: — then banishment 
Is death mis - term'd: calling death — banish- 
„ ment, : | 
Thou cut'st my head: off. with a golden axe, 
And smil'st upon the stroke that murders me. 
Fri. O deadly sin! O rude unthankfulneſs! 
Thy fault our law calls death; but the kind 
IO INTL 
Taking thy part, hath rüsh'd aside the law, 
And turn'd that black word death to banish- 
ment: 


This is deat mercy; and thou seest it not. 


Rom. OY and not mercy: heaven is 
t nere, | | 
Where Juliet lives; and every cat, and dog, 
And little mouse, every unworthy thing; 
Live here in heaven, and may look on her, 


More honourable state, more courtsbip lives 
In carrion flies, than Romeo: they may seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand, 
And steal immortal bléssing from her lips; 
Who, even in pure and vestal modesty, 
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But Romeo may not; he is banished: | 

Flies may do this, when I from this must fly; 

They ate free men, but I ,am banished. 

And say'st thou yet, that exile is not death? 

Hadst thou no poison mix'd, no sharp- ground 

knife, 

No sudden mean of death, though ne'er so mean, 

But — banished — to kill me; banished? 

O friar, the damned use that word in hell; 

Howlings attend it: How hast thou the heart, 

Being a divine, a ghostly confesgor, 

A sin-absolver, and my friend profest, 

To mangle me with that wa — banishment? 
Fri. Thou fond mad man, hear me but speak 


a word. £8 
Rom. O, thou wilt speak again of banish- 
; ment, 
Fri. Tl give thee armour to keep off that 
word; 


= Adverity's sweet milk, philosophy, 


To comfort thee, though thou art banished. 


Rom. Yet banished? — Hang up philosophy“! 


Unleſs philosophy can make a Juliet, 
Displaut a town, reverse a prince's doom; 
It, helps not, it prevails not, talk no more. 
Fri. O, then I see that madmen_ have no 


| 5 ears. | | : 
Rom. How sbould they, when that wise men 
bave no eyes? 74 
Fri. Let me dispute with thee of thy estate. 
Rom. Thou canst not speak of what thou dost 
not feel! | | 


Wert thou as young as 1, Juliet thy love, 
An hour but marry'd, Tybalt murdered, 


. Doating like me, and like me banished, 
Then might'st thou speak, then might'st thou 


| tear thy hair, 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now, 
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Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 
Fri. Arise; one knocks; good grave. hide 
thyself. | [ Knocking within, 
Rom. Not I; unleſs the breath of heart - 8ick 
groans, 
Mist like, infold me from the search of eyes. 
; [ Knocking. 
Fri. Hark, bow they knock! — Who's there ?— 
Romeo, arise ; 
Thou wilt be taken: — Stay a while: — stand 
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up; [ Knocking 
Run to my _y — By and 12 55 — God's 
| Wi 
What wilfulnels is this? — I come, I come.. 
| [ Knocking, 
Who knocks so hard ? whence come you? what's 
your will? 


Nurse. [wit hin.] Let me come in, and you shall 
know my errand ; 
I come from lady Juliet. 
Fri. Welcome then. | 


Enter Nurte. | 


Nurse. O holy friar, O, tell me, holy friar, 
Where is my lady lord, where's Romeo ? 

Fri. There on the ground, with his own tears 

made drunk. 

Nurse. O, he is even in my mistreſs' case, 
Just in her case! 

Fri. O woeful sympathy! 
Piteous predicament! 

Nurse. Even so lies she, 
Blubbering and — weeping and —— 

ing: — 

Stand up, stan ups stand, an you be a man: 
For Juliet's sake, for her rake, rise and stand; 
Why should you fall into so deep an O? 


Rom. 


III 


ars 
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Rom. Nurse! | 
Nurse. Ah sir! ah sir! — Well, death's the 
end of all. 
Rom. Spak'st thou of Juliet? bow is it with 
| her ? 5 
Doth she not think me an old murderer, 
Now I have stain'd the childhood of our joy 
With blood remoy'd but little from her own ? 
Where is sbe? and how doth she? and what 
says | 


My conceal'd lady to our cancell'd loye? 


Nurse. O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps 
| and weeps; | 
And now falls on her bed;z and then starts up, 
And Tybalt calls; and then on Romeo cries, 
And then down falls again. 


Rom. As if that name, 
Shot from the deadly level of a gun, | 
Did murder her; as that names cursed hand 
Murder'd ber kinsman. — O tell me, friar, tell 
| me, 

In what vile part of this anatomy | 
Doth my name lodge? tell me, that I may sack 
The bateful mansion. [drawing his sword, 


Fri. Hold thy desperate hand: | 
Art thou a man? thy form cries out, thou art; 
Thy tears are womanish; thy wild acts denote 
The unreasonable fury of a beast: 
Unseemly woman, in a seeming man! 


/ 


Or ill-beseeming beast, in m—— both ! 


Thou hast amaz'd me: by my holy order, 

I. thought thy disposition better temper'd. 

Hast thou slain 'Tybalt? wilt thou slay thyself? 

And slay thy lady too that lives in thee, 

By doing damned hate upon thyself ? 

Why rail'st — * thy birth, the heaven, and 
eart 1 


Vol. VII. | 8 | * 
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Since birth, and heayen, and earth, all three do 


meet 

In thee at * which thou, at once would'st 
ose. 

Fie, fie! thou $bam'st thy shape, thy love, thy 
Wit; 1. | 


Which, like an usurer, abound'st in all, 

And usest none in that true use indeed 

Which should bedeck thy sbape, thy love, thy 
wit, 

Thy noble sbape is but a form of wax, 

Digressing from the vaJour of a man; 

Thy dear love, sworn, but bollow perjury, 

Killing that love which thou hast vow'd to 
cherish : | 

Thy wit, that ornament to sbape and love, 

Mis-shapen in the conduct of them both, 

Like powder in a skill-leſs soldier's flask, 

Is set on fire by thine own ignorance, 

And thou dismember'd with thine own defence. 

What, rouse thee, man! thy Juliet is alive, 

For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead; 

There art thou happy: Tybalt would kill thee, 


But thou slew'st Tybalt; there art thou happy 


too: | 

The law, that threaten'd death, becomes thy 
| friend, 3 

And turns it to exile; there art thou happy: 
A pack of blessings lights upon thy deck; 
Happineſs courts thee in her best array; 
But, like a mis-bebav'd and sullen wench, 
Thou pout'st upon thy fortune and thy love: 
Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable. 
Go, get thee to thy love, as Was decreed, 
Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her; 
But, look, thou stay not till the watch be set, 
For then thou canst not pals to Mantua; 
Where thou shalt live, till we can find a time 
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To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon. of the prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thousand times more joy 
Than thou went'st forth in lamentation. — 
Go before, nurse: commend me to thy lady; 
And bid her hasten all the house to bed, 
Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto; 
Romeo is coming. | | 
Nurse. O Lord, I could have staid here all 
the night, 
To hear good counsel: O, what learning is! — 
My lord, T'll tell my lady you will come. 
Rom. Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to 
chide. 
Nurse. Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you, 
sir: | 
Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late. 
[Exit Nurse. 
Rom. To well my comfort 1s reviy'd by 
this! 
Fri. Go hence: Good night; and here stands 
all your state: — | 
Either be gone before the watch be et, 
Or by the break of day * coy from hence: 
Sojourn in Mantua; I'll find out your man, 
And he shall signify from time to time 
Every good hap to you, that chances here: 
Give me thy hand; 'tis late: farewel; good 
| night. W 
Rom. But that a joy past joy calls out on 
me, WE 
Tt were a grief, so brief to part with thee: 
Farewel. | | [Exeunt. 
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6:08 N I IV; 
A Room in Capulet's House. 


Enter Carvrert, Lady CArurkzr, and PARIS. 


Cap. Things bave fallen out, sir, so unluckily, 
That we have had no time to move our daugh- 
ter: | | 
Look you, sbe lov'd her kinsman Tybalt dearly, 
And so did I; — Well, we were born to die. — 
'Tis very late, she'Il not come down to-night: 
I promise you, but for your company, 
J would bave been a-bed an hour ago. 


Par. Thess times of woe afford no time to 
Woo: | C 


Madam, good night: commend me to your 
- daughter. | 
La. Cap. I will, and know her mind early 
to-morrow ; 
To-night she's mew'd up to her beavineſs. 
Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate tender 
Of my child's love: I think, she will be rul'd 
In all respects by me; nay more, I doubt it 
| not, — — | 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed; 
Acquaint ber here of my son Paris' love; 
An bid her, mark you me, on wednesday 
nent: 6 
But, soft; What day is this? 
Par. Monday, my lord. | | 
Cap. Monday? ha! ha! Well, wednesday is 
too soon, ä 
O' thursday let it be; — o' thursday, tell her, 
She shall be married to this noble earl: — 


Will you be ready? do you like this haste? 


We'll keep no great ado; — a friend, or two: — 


It may be thought we hel 
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For hark you, Tybalt beſug slain 80 late, 


him careleſsly, 
Being our kinsman, if we revel much: 
Therefore we'll have some half a dozen friends, 


And there * end. But what say you to thurs- 
a 


| y - po | 
Par, My hed: I would that thursday were to» 


morrow. 
Cap. Well, get you gone: — O' thursday be 
it then; — 5 
G0 you to Juliet ere you go to bed, 
Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-day. — 
Farewell, my lord. — Light to my chamber, 
o! 


Afore me, it is so very late, that we 
May call it early by and by: — Good night. 
| [Exzeunt, 


s O E N. E. V. 
Juliet's Chamber. 


Enter Romeo, and JuIIEx. 


Jul. Wilt chou be gone? it is not yet near 
day: | 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear; 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree: 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 
Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the morn, 
No nigbtingale: look, love, what envious streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east: 
Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops; 
I must be gone and live, or stay and die. 
Jul. Yon light is not day-light, I know it, I: 
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Tt is some meteor that the sun exhales, 

To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua: 

Therefore stay yet, thou need'st not to be gone: 
Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to 

death 3 | 

Jam content, so thou wilt have it so. 

I'll say yon grey is not the morning's eye, 

"Tis but the pale reflex of Cyntbia's brow ; 

Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat 

The vaulty heaven so high above our heads: 

1 have more care to stay, than will to go; — 

\Come, death, and welcome! Juliet wills it 80. — 

How is't, my soul? let's talk, it is not day. 
Jul. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away; 

It is the lark that sings so out of tune, | 

Straining barsh 14 and unpleasing sharps. 

Some sey, the lark makes sweet division; 

This doth not so, for she divideth us: 

Some say, the lark and loathed toad change 

eyes; 

O, now I wes they had chang'd voices too! 

Since arm from arm that voice doth us affray, 

Hunting thee hence with hunts-up to the day. 

O. now be gone; more light and Viebe it grows. 
Rom, More light and light? — more dark and 

dark our woes. 


Enter Nurse. 


Nurse. Madam! 
Jul. Nurse? 


Nurse. Your lady mother's coming to your 
chamber: ; 


The day is broke; be wary, look about. 


2 Exit Nurse. 
Jul. Then, window, let day in, and let life 
6 out. 


«© 
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Rom. Farewel, farewel! one Kiſs, and 1˙I 
| descend. [Romeo descends. 
Jul. Art thou gone 80? my love! my lord! 
| my friend! 
J must hear from thee every day i' the hour, 
For in a minute there are many days: 
O! by this count I shall be much in years, 
Ere I egaia behold my Romeo.“ 
Rom. Farewel! I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 
Jul. O, think'st thou, we s$bal} ever meet 
again? | 
Rom. I doubt it not; and all these woes shall 
serve 
For sweet discourses in our time to come. 
Jul, O God! I have an ill-divining soul: 
Methinks, I see the, now thou art below, 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb: 
Either my. eye-sight fails, or thou look'st pale. 
Rom. And trust me, love, in my eye 80 do 
ons | 
Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu! adieu! 
| [Exit Romeo. 
Jul. O fortune, fortune! all men call thes 
» fickle; | * 
Tf thou art fickle, what dost thou with him 
That is renown'd for faith? Be fickle, fortune; 
For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long, 
But 8end bim back. | 
La. Cap. [within.) Ho, daughter! are you up? 
Jul. Who is't that calls? is it my lady mo- 
ther? | 
Is she not down so late, or up so early? 
What unaccustom'd cause procures her hither? 


Enter Lady Carvrer. 


La. Cop. Why, bow now, Juliet? 
Jul. Madam, I am not well. 


— —— 
* — 
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La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your cousin's 
death? 5 


j What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with 


tears ? 
An if thou could'st, thou could'st not make him 
N live; | 0 F \ 
Therefore, have done: Some grief shews much 
of love; 
But much of grief shews still some want of 


R wit. 1 
Jul. Yet let me weep for such a feeling Joſs, 


La. Cap. So shall 8 feel the lols, but not 
the frien r 


Which yon weep for. 


Jul. Feeling so the loſs, 

I cannot choose but ever weep the friend. 

La. Cap, Well, girl, thou weep'st not so much 

for his death, 
As that the villain lives which slaughter'd him. 

Jul. What villain, madam ? | 

La. Cap. That same villain, Romeo. 

Jul. Villain and he are many miles asunder. 
God pardon him! I do, with all my heart; 
And yet no man, like he, doth grieve my heart. 

La. Cap. That is, because the traitor murderer 


lives. 
Jul. Ay, madam, from the reach of these my 
hands. | : * 
Would, none but I might venge my cousin's 
e i 
La Cap. We will have vengeance for it, fear 
thou not: 3 


Tben weep no more. Il send to one in Man- 


5 tua, — ' | 
Where that same banish'd runagate doth live, — 
That shall bestow on him so sure a draught, 
That he shall soon keep Tybalt company: 

And then, I bope, thou wilt be gatisfied. 


— 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 79 


Jul. Indeed, I never sball be satisfied 
With Romeo, till I behold him — dead — 
Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vext: — 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bear a poison, I would temper it; 
That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof, | 4 
Soon sleep in quiet. — O, how my heart ab- 
Hors | 
To bear _ nam'd,- — and cannot come to 
im, | 
To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt | 
Upon his body that bath slaughter'd him! . 
La. Cap. Find thou the means, and T'll find 
5 zuch a man. 
But now Il tell thee joyful tidings, girl. 
Jul. And joy comes well in such a needful 
time: | | 
What are they, I beseech your ladyship ? 
La. Cap. Well, well, thou hast a careful fa- 
ther, child; 
One, who, to put thes from thy heavineſs, | 
Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy, | 
That thou 'expect'st not, nor I look'd not for. 
Jul. Madam, in bappy time, what day is 
that? oo 
La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next thurs- 
8 day morn, | 
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman, 
The county Paris, at saint Peter's church, N 
Sball happily make thee there a joyful bride. 
Jul. Now, by saint Peter's church, and Peter 
too, 
Hle sball not make me there a joyful bride. 
T wonder at this haste; that I must wed . 
Ere he, that should be husband, comes to 
Woo. 
I pray you, tell my lord and fatber, madam, 
J will not marry yet; and, when I do, IT swear, 
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Tt shall be Romeo, whom you know TI hate, 
Rather than Paris: — These are news indeed! 
La. Cap. Here comes your father; tell him 
EE 80 yourself. | 
And see how. be will take it at your hands. 


Enter CarvuLxrt, and Nurse. 


Cap. WI the sun sets, the air doth drizzle 
ew; | | 
But for the sun-set of my brother's son, 
Tt rains downright. — 
How now? a conduit, girl? what, still in tears? 
Eyermore showering? Inu one little body 
Thou counterfeit'st a bark, a sea, a wind: 
For 8till thy eyes, which I may call the sea, 
Do ebb and gow with tears; the bark thy bo- 
y is, | 
Sailing in this salt flood; the winds, thy sighs; 
Who, — raging with thy tears, and they with 
them, | 
Without a sudden calm, will overset 
Thy tempest-tossed body. — How now wife? 
Have you deliver'd to her our decree? 
La. Cap. Ay, sir; but she will none, she 
1 5 ives you thanks. | 
J would, the fool were married to her grave! 
Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with 
you, wife. | 
How! will she none? doth she not give us 
thanks? | 
Is she not proud? doth she not count her blest, 
Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom? 
Jul. Not proud, you have; but thankful, that 
you have: 
Proud can I never be of what I hate; 
But thankful even for hate, that is meant love. 
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Cap. How now! bow now! chop - logick ? 
What is this? 


Proud, — and, I thank you, 25 and, I thank 


ou not; — 
And yet not proud; — Mistreſs minion, you, 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
But settle your fine joints 'gainst thursday next, 
To go with Paris to saint Peter's church, 
Or i will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 
Out, you green-+ickneſs carrion! out, you bag- 
cape! 
You tallow face! 
La. Cap. Vie, fie! what are yon mad? 
Jul. Good father, I beseech you on my knees, 
Hear me with patience but to speak a word. 
Cap. Hang thee, young baggage! disobedient 
| wretch ! 
I tell thee woot, — get thee to church o'thurs- 
ay, 
Or never beg in the face: 
Speak not, reply not, do not answer me; 
My fingers 8 — Wife, we scarce thought us 
1 
That God had sent us but this only child; 
But now I see this one is one too much, 
And that we have a curse in having her: 
Out on her, hilding! 
Nurse. God in heaven bleſs her! — 
You are to blame, my lord, to rate her 80. 
Cap. And why, my lady wisdom? hold your 
| tongue, | ed | 
Good prudence; smatter with your gossips, go. 
Nurse. I speak no treason. 
Cap. O, God ye good den! 
Nurse. May not one speak? 
Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool! 
Utter your gravity o'er a gossip's bowl, 
For here we need it not. 


4 
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La, Cap. You: are too hot. 


Cap. God's bread! it makes me mad: Day, 

night, late, early, 

At home, abroad, alone, in company, 

Waking, or sleeping, still my care bath been 

To have her match'd: and having now pro- 

: vided 

A gentleman of princely parentage, 

Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train'd, 

Stuff'd (as they say) with honourable parts, 

Proportion'd as one's heart could wish a man, — 

== And then to have a wretched puling fool, 

A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender, 

To answer — I' not wed, — I cannot love, 

J am too young, — I pray you, pardon me; — 

But, an & 44 will not rod, ot tos you y 

Graze where you will, you shall not house 
with me; 1 

Look t6't, think on't, I do not use to jest. 

Thursday is near; lay hand on heart, advise: 

An you be mine, I'Il give you to my friend; 

An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i' the 
streets, 

For, by my soul, III ne'er acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine shall never do thee good: 

Trust to't, bethink you, Pl not be forsworn. 

Jul.- Ts there no pity sitting in the clouds, 

That sees into the Kerr of my grief? 

O, sweet my mother, cast me not away! 

Delay this marriage for a month, a week; 

Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 

In that dim monument where Tybalt lies. 

La. Cap. Talk. not to me, for Il not speak 

a word; | 


Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. 
POLY 7 | [ Exit. 
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Jul. O God! — O nurse! how J shall this be 
prevented? ' 


My busband is on earth, my faith in heaven; 
How sball that faith return again to earth, 
Unleſs that husband send it me from heaven 
By leaving eartk? — comfort me, counsel me. -— 
Alack, alack, that heaven should practise strata- 
er ems | 
Upon so soft a subject as myself! — | 
What say'st 2 15 hast thou not a word of 
Joy 
Some comfort, nurse. - 
Nurse. Faith, here tis: Romeo 
Is banished; and all the world to nothing, 
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you; 
Or, if he do, it needs must be by areal; 
Then, since the case so stands as now it doth, 
I think it best you married with the county- 


O, be's a lovely gentleman! a 
Nomeo's a disb-clout to him; an eagle, madam, 
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye, 
As Paris bath. Beshrew my very heart, 
I think you are happy in this second match, 
For it excels your first: or if it did not, 
Your first is dead; or 'twere as good he were, 
As living here and you no use of him, 
Jul. Speak'st thou from thy heart? 
Nurse. Ay, and from my soul; 
Or else beshrew them both. 
Jul. Amen ! 
Nurse. What? | 
Jul, Well, thou hast comforted me maryellous * 
much. | | 


Go in; and tell my lady I am gone, 
Having displeas'd my father, to , cell, 


To make -confession, and to be absolv'd. 6 
Nurse. Marry, I will; and this is wisely done. 


Exit. 
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Jul. Ancient damnation! O most wicked fend 
Is it more sin — to wish me thns forsworn, 
Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue 
Which she hath prais'd him with above compare 
So many thousand times? — Go, counsellor; 
Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be twain.— 
I'll to the friar, to know his remedy ; | 
If all else fail, myself have power to die. [Exit. 
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ACT I'V. 'SCENE J. 
Friar Lawrence's Cell. 


Enter Friar LAwWnINCE, and Paris. 


Fri. On thursday, sir? the time is very short. 


Par. My father Capulet will have it so; 
And 1 ain nothing slow, to slack his haste. 


Fri. You say, you do not know the lady's 
mind; | 


Uneven is the course, I like it not. / 


Par. Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's 
death, 25 | 


And therefore have I little talk'd of love; 


For Venus smiles not in a house of tears, 
Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous, | 
That sbe doth give her sorrow 80 much sway ; 
And, in his wisdom, hates our marriage, 
To stop the inundation of her tears; 
Which, too much minded by herself alone, 
May, be put from her by society: 
Now do you know the reason of this haste. 

Fri. I would I knew not why it should be 

| slow'd.— Aide. 

Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell. 
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Enter Jur1sr. 


Par. Happily met, my lady, and my wife! 
Jul. That may be, sir, when T may be a wife. 
Par. That may Le, must be, love, on thursday 

next. 
Jul. What must be shall be. 


Fri. That's a certain text. 


Par. Come you to make confession to this fa- 


ther? 
Jul. To answer that, were to confels to you. 
Bar. Do not deny to him, that you love me. 
Jul. T will confels to you, that I love him. 


Par. So will you, I am sure, that you love 


me. 
Jul. If I do so, it will be of more price, 
Being spoke behind your back, than to your face. 
Par. Poor soul, thy wo is much abus'd with 
tears. 


Jul. The tears have got Fe! victory by that; 


For it was bad enough, before their spight. 


Par. Thou wrong'st it, more than tears, with 
that report. 
| Jul, That is no wrong, sir, that is a truth; 
And what I spake, I snake it to my face, 


Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast slauder'd 
it. 
Jul. It may be 80, for it is not mine own. — 
Are you at leisure, holy father, now; 
Or shall I come to you at evening mals? 


Fri. My leisure serves me, pensive daughter, 
now: — 
My lord, we must entreat the time alone. 


Par. God shield, I should disturb devotion! — 

Juliet, on tbursday early will 1 rouse you: 

Till chen, adieu! and keep this holy kils. 
| Exit Pars. 
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| Give me some present counse 
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Jul. O, shut the door! and when thou hast 

| done 80, oY FE 
Come weep with wo Past hope, past cure, past 
| help! , 


Fri. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy grief ; 


Tt strains me past the compals of my wits: 

J hear thou must, and nothing may prorogue it, 
On thursday next be married to this county. 
Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear'st of 
| che, 

Unleſs thou tell me how I may prevent it: 
If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help, 
Do thou but call my resolution wise, 

And with this knife Pl help it presently. 


% 


God join'd my heart and Romeo's, thou our 


| hands ; | 
And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal'd, 


Shall be the label to another deed, 


Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turn to another, this shall slay them both: 
Therefore, out of thy pcs. perl | 

; or, behold, 
*'Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 


Shall play the umpire ; arbitrating that 


Which the commission of thy years and art 


Could to no issue of true honour bring. 


Be not 80 long to speak; 1 long to die, 
If what thon speak'st speak not of remedy. 


Fri. Hold, daughter; I do spy a kind of hope, 
. Which craves as desperate an execution 


As that is desperate which we would prevent.“ 


If, rather than to marry county Paris, 


Thou bast the strength of will to slay thyself; 
Then is it likely, thou wilt undertake Bs 


A thing like death to chide away this shame, 


That cop'st with death himself to scape from it; 
And, if thou dar'st, I'Il give thee remedy. 
Jul. O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 

| | From 


1 
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From off the battlements of yonder tower; 

Or walk in thievish ways; or bid me lurx, 

Where serpents are; chain me with roaring 
bears; 998 1 

Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 

O'er-cover'd quite with dead men's raitling bones, 

With. reeky shanks, and yellow chapleſs sculls; 

Or bid me go into a new-made grave, 

And hide me with a dead man in his shroud; 

Things that,-to hear them told, bave made me 

| tremble; 
And Iwill do it without fear or doubt, 
To live an unstain'd wife to my sweet love. 
Fri. Hold, then; go home, be merry, give con- 

sent | 

To marry Paris: Wednesday is to-morrow ; 

To-morrow night look that thou lie alone, 

Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber; 

Take thou this phial, being then in bed, 

And this distilled liquor drink thou off: 

When, presently, through all thy veins shall run 

A cold and drowsy humour, which shall seize 

Each vital spirit; for no pulse shall keep 

His natural progreſs, but surcease to beat: 

No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou liv'st; 

The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade 

To paly ashes; thy eyes' windows fall, 

Like deatb, when he shuts up the day of life; 

Each part, depriv'd of supple goverpment, 

Shall stiff, Ws stark, and cold, appear like death: 

And in this borrow'd likeneſs of shrunk death 

Thou shalt remain full two and forty hours, 

And ther awake as from a pleasant sleep. 

Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead: 
Then (as the manner of our country is) | 

In thy best robes uncover'd on the bier, 
Thou sbalt be borne to that same ancient vault, 
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Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie.” 


In the mean time, against thou sbalt awake, 
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift; 
And hither shall he come; and he and 1 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 
| And this shall free thee from this present shame; 
£0 If no unconstant toy, nor Womanish fear, 
| "Abate thy valour in the acting it. 
1 Jul. Give me, give me! O tell me not of fear. 
1 Fri. Hold; get you gone, be strong and pro- 
sperous | 
Tn this resolve: T'll gend a friar with speed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord, 
Jul. Love, give me strength! and strength shall 


help afford. 
Farewel, dear father! 


— 


[Exeunt, 


Fo 


8 C. EN E II. 
| | A Room in Capulet's House. 


Enter CArurzr, Lady Carurzr, Nurse, and Servant, 


* 


Cap. So many guests invite as here are writ. — 


[Exit Servant. 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks. 


2, Serv, You shall have none ill, sir; for III 
tryif they can lick their fingers. 


Cap. How canst thou try them 80? 


2. Serv, Marry, sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot 
lick his own fingers: therefore he, that cannot 
lick bis fingers, goes not with me. | 


Cap. Go, begone. — [Exit Servant, 


We shall be much unfurnish'd for this time. — 
What, is my daughter gone to friar Laurence? 
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Nurse. Ay, forsooth, | 
Cap. Well, he may chance to do some good 
on her: t 


A peevish 8elf-willd harlotry it is, 


Enter Jv LIT 


Nurse. See, where sbe comes from shrift with 
merry look. : 
Cap. How now, my head-strong? where have 
ou been gadding ? 
Jul. Where I have learn'd me to repent the sin 
Of disobedient opposition 
To you, and your behests; and am enjoin'd 
By boly Lawrence to fall prostrate here, 
And beg your pardon: — Pardon, I beseech you! 
Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you, _ 
Cap. Send for the. county; go tell bim of this; 
T']] have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 
Jul. I met the youthful lord at Lawrence? cell; 
And gave bim what becomed love I might, 
Not stepping o'er the bounds of modesty. 
Cap. Why, I am glad on't; this is well, — 
stand up: . 
nt, This is as't should be. — Let me see the county; 
Ay, marry, go, IL say, and fetch han hither, — 
Now, afore God, this reverend holy frlar, 
All our whole city is much bound to him. 
: Jul. Nurse, will you go with me into my closet, 
[I To help me sort such needful omaments _ 
As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow ? 
La. Cap. No, not till thursday; there is time 
TT enough, £ | | 
Cap. Go, nurse, go with her: — well to 
| church to-morrow. | 
- [Eæeunt Jun, and Nurse. 
La. Cap. We shall be short in our provision; 
"Tis now near night. 
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Cap. Tush! I will stir about, 


And all things shall be well, I warrant thee, 


wife: 6 
Go thon to Juliet, help to deck up her; 
I'll not to bed to- night; — let me alone; 
Tl play the — for this once. — What, 
o! — 
They are all forth: Well, I will walk myself 
To connty Paris, to prepare him u | 
Against to- morrow: my heart is wondrous light, 
Since this same wayward girl is so reclaim'd. 
| [ Exeunt. 


s G EN EI III. 
Julict's Chamber, 


Enter JuLI1er, and Nurse. 


Jul. Ay, those attires are best: — But, gentle 
nurse, 
I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night; 
For I have need of many orisons 
To move the beavens to smile upon my state, 
Which, well thou know'st, is croſs and full of 


SIN, | 
Enter Lady CAPULET. 


'La. Cap. What, are you busy? do you need 
| my help? 
Jul, No, madam; we have cull'd such neces- 
saries 
As are behoveful for our state to-morrow : 
So please you, let me now be left alone, 
And let the nurse this night sit up with you; 
For, I am sure, you bave your hands full all, 
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In this so sudden busineſs. 
La. Cap. Good night! 
Get thee to bed, and rest; for thou hast need. 
[Exeunt Lady Capulet, and Nurse. 


Jul. Farewell! — God knows, when we shall 
meet again. 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, 
That almost freezes up the heat of life: 
II call them back again to comfort me; — 
Nurse! — What should she do here? 
My dismal scene I needs must act alone. — 
Come, phial. — 
What if this mixture de not work at all? 
Must I of force be married to the county? — 
No, no; — this shall forbid it: — lie thou 
there. — (laying down a dagger, 

What if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead; 
Lest in this marriage he should be dishonour'd, 
Because he married me before to Romeo? 
I fear, it is: aud yet, meth inks, it should not, 
For he hath still been tried a holy man: 
I will not entertain so bad a thought. — 
How if, vvhen I am laid into the tomb, 
I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me? there's a fearful point! 
Shall I not then be stiſled in the vault, 
To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes 
| in, | 
And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes! 
Or, if I live, is it not very like, 
The horrible conceit of death and night, 
Together with the terror of the place, — 
As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, 
Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 
Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd ; 


Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 
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Lies fest'ring in his shroud; where, as they 
say, 8 N 
At some hours 0 the night spirits resort; — 
Alack, alack! is it not like, that I, 
So early waking, — what with loathsome smells; 
And shrieks like mandrakes' torn out of the earth, 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad; — 
O! if I wake, shall I not be distraught, 
Environed with all these hideons fears? 
And madly play with my forefathers joints? 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud ? 
And, in this rage, with some great kinsman's 
| bone, | 
As with a club, dash out my desperate brains? 
O, look! methinks, T see my cousin's ghost 
Seeking out J\omeo, that did spit his body 
Upon a rapier's point: — Stay, Tybalt, stay! — 
Romeo, I come! this do T drink to thee. 
[She throws herself on the bed, 


. 


Capulet's Hall. 
Enter Lady CAvULlErT, and Nurse. 


La. Cap. Hold, take these keys, and fetch more 
Spices, nurse. 0 
Nurse. They call for dates and quinces in the 


pastry. 


Enter CAT. uvLE r. 
Cap. Come, stir, stir, stir! the second cock 
| hath crow'd, 8 
The curfeu bell hath rung, 'tis three o'clock ; — 
Look to the bak d meats, good Angelica: 


, — 


* 
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Spare not for cost. | 
Nurse. Go, go, you cot-quean, go, 


Get you to bed; faith, you'll be sick to-morrow 


For this night's watching. : 
Cap. No, not a whit; What! I have watch'd 
ere now 
All night for lesser cause; and ne'er been sick. 


La. Cap. Ay, you have been a mouse- hunt in 


your time; " 
But I will watch you from such watching now. 
Exeunt Lady Capulet, and Nurse. 
Cap. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood! — Now, 
fellow, 


What's there? 


Enter Servants, with sp'ts, logs, and baskets, 


1. Serv. Things for the cook, sir; but I know 
7 not what. 
Cap. Make haste, make haste. [Exit Serv. — 
Sirrah, fetch drier logs; : 
Call Peter, he will shew thee where they are, 
2. Serv, I have a head, sir, that will find out 


logs, 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. [Exit 
Cap. Mals, and well said; A merry whoreson! 
* 
Thou shalt be logger- head. — Good faith, tis 
AV: 
The county will be here with musick straight. 


. [Musick within, 
For so he said he would. I hear him near: — 


Nurse! — Wife! — what, ho! — what, Nurse, 


TSay! 
Enter Nurse. 
Go, waken Juliet, go, and trim her up: | 
VII go and chat with Paris: — Hie, make baste, 


— 
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Make haste! the bridegroom he is come already: 
Make haste, I say! 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 


Juliet's Chamber; Juliet on the Bed, 


* 
Enter Nurse. 


Nurse. Mistreſs ! — what, mistreſs! -— Juliet) — 
| fast, I warrant her, she; — 
Why, lamb! — why, lady! — fie, you slug- a- 
bed! — 
Why, love, I say! — madam! — sweet-heart! — 
Why, bride! — | 
What, not a word? — you take.your penny- 
| worths now ; 
Sleep for a week; for the next night, I warrant, 
The county Paris bath set up his rest, 
That you sball rest but little. — God forgive me, 
(Marry, and amen!) how sound is she asleep! 
J needs must wake her! — Madam! * 50K) 
madam ! ; 
Ay, let the county take you in your bed; 
He'll fright you up; i'faitb. — Will it not be? 


What, drest! and in your clothes! and down 


again! 
I must needs wake you: Lady! lady! lady! 
Alas! alas! — Help! help! my lady's dead! — 
O, wella-day, that ever I was born! | 


Some aqua-vitae, ho! — my lord! my lady! 


Enter Lady Carvrxr., 


La. Cap. What noise is here? 
Nurse. O lamentable day! 
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La. Cap. What is the matter? 
Nurse. Look, look! O heavy day! 
La. Cap. O me, O me: — my child, my only 
life 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee! — 


Help, belp! — call belp. 
Enter CArurzr. 
Cap. For shame, bring Juliet forth ; her lord is 


come. 
Nurse. She's dead, 1 she's dead; alack 
the day 
La. Cap. Alack 4 day! she's dead, she's dead, 
she's dead. | 
Cap. Ha! let me see her: — Out, alas! she's 
cold; 
Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiff; 
Life and these lips dave long been separated: 
Death lies on her, like an untimely frost 
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field. 
Accursed time! unfortunate old man! 
Nurse. O lamentable day! 
La. Cap. O woeful time! | 
Cap. Death, tbat hath ta'en her hence to make 
me wail, 


Ties up my tongue, and will not let me Speak. 


Enter Friar LawnzeSsCe, and Paris, with 
| Musicians. 


Fri. Come, is the bride ready to go to church ? 
Cap. Ready to go, but never to return: 
O son, the 15 before thy wedding day 
Hach death lain with thy bride: — ths: there 
she lies, 
Flower as she was, deflowered by him. 
Death is my son in-law, death is my heir; 
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My daughter he hath wedded! I will die, 
And leave him all; life leaving, all is death's. 
Par, Have I thought long to see this morning's 
face, 0 
And doth it give me such a sight as this? 


La. Cap. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hate» 
ful day! 


Most miserable hour, that e'er time saw 
In lasting labour of his pilgrimage! 
But one, poor one, one poor aud loving child, 
But one thing to,cejoice and solace in, 
And cruel death N catch'd it from my sight. 
Nurse. O woe! 0 wo 'eful, woeful, woeful day! 
Most lamentable day! most woeful day, 
That ever, ever, I did yet behold! 
O day! O day! O day! O hateful day! 
Never v/as seen so black a ay as this; 
O woeful day, O woeful day! 
Par, . d, „ Vvorced, wronged, spighted, 
slain! 
Most detestable death, by thee beguil'd, 
By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown !'— 
O love! O life! — not life, but love in desth! 
Cap, Despis'd, distressed, hated, martyr'd, 
| Kilrd! — | 
Uncomfortable time! why cam'st thou now 
To murder, murder our solemnity? — 
O child! O child! — my soul, and not my 
child! — 
Dead art thou! — lack! my child is i 
And, with my child, my joys are buried! 
Fri. Peace, ho, for shame! confusion's cure 
. lives not 
In these confusions. Heaven and yourself 
Had part in this fair maid; now heaven hach all, 
And all the better is it for the maid: 
Your part in her you could not keep from death; 
But heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 
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= The most you sought was — her promotion; 
For *twas your beaven, sbe should be ad vanc'd: 
And weep ye now, $e-ing she is adyanc'd, 
Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself? 
O, in this love, you love your child so ill, 
That you run mad, seeing that she is well: 
She't not well marry'd, that lives marry'd long; 
But she's best marry'd, that dies marry'd young. 
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary 
Ou this fair corse; and, as the custom is, 
In ell her best array bear her to church: 
For though fond nature bids us all lament, 
Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment. 


Cap. All things, that we ordained festival, 

Turn from their office to black funeral! 
Our inst:umeats, to meiancholy bells; 
Our wedding cheer, to a sad burial feast; 
Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change; 
Our bridal flowers serve for a bury'd corse, 
And all things change them to the contrary, 

Fri. Sir, 60 you in, — and, madam, go with 

im; — 

And go, sir Paris; — every one prepare 
To follow this fair corse unto her grave: 
The heavens do lour upon you, for some ill; 
Move them no more, by crossing their high will.“ 


[Exeunt Carurer, Lady Caruiet, Paris, - 
and Farin. 


1. Mus, *Faith, we may put up our pipes, and 
be gone. IS ; 
Nurse, Honest good fellows, ah, put up, put 
up; 8 
For, well you know, this is a pitiful case. 
[Exit Nurse. 


1. Mus, Ay, by my troth, the case may be 
amended, 
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Enter PR TTR. 


Peter, Musicians, O, musicians, Heart's ease, 
heart's ease; O, an you will have me live, play — 
heart's ease. | 

1. Mus. Why heart's ease? 6 | 

Pet. O, musicians, because my heart itself plays 
— My heart is full of woe: O, play me some mer- 
ry dump, to comfort me. 

2. Mus. Not a dump we; tis no time to play 
now. 

Pet. You will not then? 

Mus. No.“ | 

Pet. I'will then give it you soundly. 

I. Mus. What will you give us? | 

Pet. No money, on my faith; but the gleek: 
Iwill give you the minstrel. | 

1. Mus. Then will I give you the serving- 
creature. 

Pet. Then will I lay the serving-creature's dag- 
ger on your pate. I will carry no crotchets; I'll 
re you, III fa you; Do you note me? 


1. Mus, An you re us, and fa us, you note, us. 


2. Mus. Pray you, put up your dagger, and put 
out your wat. 7 
Pet. Then have at you with my wit; 1 will 
dry-beat you with an iron wit, and put up my 
iron dagger: — Answer me like men: 
When griping grief the heart doth wound, 
And doleful dumps the mind oppreſs, 
Then musick, with her silber ound; 
Why silver sound? why, musick with her silver 
Sound ? ' 
What say you, Simon Catling ? 


1. Mus, Marry, sir, because silver bath a sweet 
sound. 


Pet. Pretty! What say you, Hugh Rebeck ? 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 1 — 


2. Mus. I say — silver sound, because musicians 
sound for silver, 2 
Pet. Pretty too! — What say you, James 
Sound- post? | Il 
3. Mus. Faith, TI know not what to say. | 
Pet. O, 1 cry you mercy! you are the singer: 
I will say for you. It is — musick with her Silver 1 
sound, because such fellows as you have seldom ö 1 
gold for sounding: — | 
Then musick with ker Silver Sound, 
With speedy help doth lend redreſs.. 
(Exit, singing. | | 
I. Mus. What a pestilent knave is this same? {| 
2. Mus. Hang him, Jack! Come, we'll in here; li 


tarry for the mourners, and stay dinner. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


Mantua. | A Street. 
Enter Roko. 


Rom. If I may trust the flattering eye of sleep, 

My dreams presage some joyful news at hand; 
My bosom's lord sits lightly in his throne; 

And, all this day, an unaccustom'd spirit 

Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts. 

I dreamt, my lady came and found me dead; 

(Strange dream! that gives a dead man leave to 

think,) | 

And breath'd such life with kisses in my lips, 

That I reviy'd, and was an emperor. 
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Ah me! bow sweet is love itself possest, 
When but loye's shadows are 80 rich in joy? 


Enter BArLTHASAR 


. 


News from Verona! — How now, Balthasar? 


Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar ? 


How doth my lady? Is my father well? 

How fares my Juliet? That Lask again; 

For nothing can be ill, if she be well. | 
Bal. "then she is well, and nothing can be ill; 

Her body sleeps in Capels' monument, 

And her immortal part with angels lives; 

T saw her laid Jow in her kindred's vault, 

And presently took post to tell it you: 

O pardon me for bringing these ill news, 

Since you did leave it for my office, sir. | 
Rom. Is it even 80? then I defy my stars! — 


Thon know'st my lodging: get me ink and paper, 


And hire post-horses; I will hence to-night, 
Bal. Pardon me, zz, I will not leave you thus; 


Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some misadvyenture. * 


Rom. Tush, thou art deceiv'd; 
Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do: 


Hast thou no letters to me from the friar? 


Bal. No, my good lord. 
Rom. Wo matter: Get thee gone, 
And hire those horses; Il be with thee straight. 
| : [Exit Balthasar. 
Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to night. 
Let's see for means: — O, mischief! thou art 
swift 


To enter in the thoughts of desperate men! 


J do remember an apothecary, — 
And hereabouts he dwells, — whom late I noted 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows, 


Culling of simples; meager were his looks, 
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Sharp misery had worn him to the bones: 
And in his needy shop a tortoise hung, 
An alligator stu{f'd, and other skins 

Of ill-shap'd fishes and about his shelyes 
A beggarly account of empty boxes, 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds, 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses, 
Were thinly scatter'd, to make up a shew. 
Noting this peuury, to myself [| said — 

An if a man did need a poison now, 

Whose sale is present death in Mantua, 

Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him. 

O, this same thought did but fore-run my need; 
And this same needy man must sell it me. 
As T remember, this should be the house: 
Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut. — 
What, ho! apothecary ! | 


Fd 


Enter Apothecary. 


Ap. Who calls so loud? 
Rom. Come hither, man. — IT see, that thou 
art poor; 
Hold, tbere is forty ducats: let me have 
A dram of poison; such 800n-8speeding geer 
As will disperse itself through all the veins, 
That the life-weary taker may fall dead; 
And that the trunk may be discharg'd of breath 
As violently, as hasty powder fir'd 
Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb. 
Ap. Such one! drugs I have; but Mantua's 
aw 


Is death, to any he that utters them, | 


Rom. Art thou so bare, and full of wretched- 
nals, | 
.And fear'st to die? famine is in thy cheeks, - 
Need and oppression starveth in thy eyes, 
Upon thy back hangs ragged misery, 
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The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law : 
The world affords'no law to make thee rich; 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 
Ap. My poverty, but not my will, consents. 
Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 
Ap. Put this in any liquid thing you will, 
And drink it off; and, if you had tbe strength _ 
- Of twenty men, it would dispatch you straight. 
Rom, There is up gold; worse poison to men's 
souls, 
Doing more murders in this loathsome world, 
Than these your compounds that thou may'st not 
sell: | 
IT 8ell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. 
Farewel; buy food, and get thyself in flesh. — 
Come, cordial, and not poison; go with me 
To Juliet's grave, for there must I use thee. 
| | [ Exeunt. 


E020 NE Ix; 
25 Friar Lawrence's Cell. 


| Enter Friar Joux. 
rY 3 Re 
Jokn, Holy Franciscan friar! brother, ho? 


Enter Friar LawkRENCE. 


Law. This same should be the voice of friar 
John. — | 

Welcome from Mantua: What says Romeo? 
Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 

John. Going to find a bare-foot brother out, 
One of our order, to associate me, 
Here in this city visiting the sick, 
And finding him, the searchers of the town, 

HORS SEN Suspecting 


Suspecting that we both were in a house 
Where the infectious pestilence did reign, 
Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth; 
So that my speed to Mantua there was stay'd. 

Law. Who bare my letter then to Romeo? 

John. T could not\send it, — bere it is again, — 
Nor get a messenger to bring it thee, 

So feartul were they of infection. 

Law. Unbappy fortune! by my brotherhood, 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge, 

Of dear import; and the neglecting it 
May do much danger: Friar Jobn, go hence; 
Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight 
Unto my cell, 

Jaln. Brother, T1] go and bring it thee. [ Ext. 
Law. Now must I to the monument alone; 
Within this three hours will fair Juliet wake; 
She wi'l beshrew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of these accidents : 

But I will write again to Mantua, 

And keep her at my cell till Romeo come; 

Poor living corse, clos'd in a dead man's tomb! 

| £ [ Exit. 


SCENE III. 


A Church - yard; in it, a monument belonging to 


the Capulets. y 


Enter Paris, and his Page, bearing flowers and a torch. 


Par. Give me thy torch, boy: Hence, and 
stand aloof; — | | 

Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 

Under yon yew-trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground; 

So shall no foot upon the church-yard tread, 
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(Being loose, unſirm, with digging up of graves,) 


But thou shalt hear it: whistle then to me, 
As signal that thou bear'st something approach. 
Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 
Page. I am almost afraid to stand alone 
Here in the church- yard; yet I will adventure. 
| * | [7 etires. 
Par. Sweet flower, with flowers I strew thy 
bridal bed : Tana 
Sweet tomb, that in thy circuit dost contain 
The perfect model of eternity; 
Fair Juliet, that with angels dost remain, 
Accept this latest favour at my hands; 
That living honour'd thee, and, being dead, 
With funeral praises do adorn thy tomb! 
| [ The boy ſwhistles, 
The boy gives warning, something doth approach. 
What cursed foot wanders this way to-night, 
To croſs my obsequies, and true love's rites ? 
What, with a torch ! — mufile me, night, a while. 
| [ retires, 


Enter Romro, and BarTmnASAR with a torch, 
mattock, etc. 


Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wreach- 
ing iron. | 

Hold, take this letter; early in the mornin 

See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 

Give me the light: Upon thy life I charge thee, 
Whate'er thou Years or seest, stand all aloof, 
And do not interrupt me in my course. 

Why I descend into this bed of death, 

Ts, partly, to behold my lady's face: 

But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead finger 
A precious ring; a ring, that I must use 

In dear employment: therefore hence, be gone: — 
But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 
In what I further shall intend to do, 
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By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint, 
And strew this hungry church- yard with thy 
1 limbs: | | 
The time and my intents are 8avage-wild ; 
More fierce, and more inexorable far, 
Than empty tygers, or the roaring sea. 
Bal. I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 
Rom. So sbalt thou shew me friendship. — 
Take thou that : 5 
Live, and * prosperous ; and farewel, good fel - 
, OW. | 
Bal. For all this same, I'll hide me hereabout; 
His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. [retires. 
Rom. Thou Gdetestable maw, thou womb of 
death, 
Gorg'd with the dearest morsel of the earth, 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 
breaking up the monument, 
And, in despight, I'Il cram thee with more food! 
Par. This is that banish'd baughty Montague, 
That murder'd my love's cousin; — with which 
grief, 
Tt is supposed, the fair creature dy'd, — 
And here is come to do some villainous shame 
To the dead bodies: I will apprehend him. — 


[ advances. 


Stop thy unhallow'd toi), vile Montague; 
Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death ? 
Condemned villain, I do apprebend thee : 
Obey, and go with me; for thou must die. 

Rom. I must, indeed; and therefore came I 

hither. — 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man, 
Fly bence and leave me; — think upon these 
g gone; | 

Let them affright thee. — I beseech thee, youth, 
Heap not another 8in upon my heag, 
By urging me to fury: — O, be gone! 
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By heaven, I love thee better than myself; 
For I come hither arm'd against myself: 
Stay not, be gone; — live, and hereafter say — 
A madwan's mercy bade thee run away. 
Par. I do defy thy conjurations, 

And do attach thee as a felon here. e 
Rom, Wilt thou provoke me? then bave at 
es thee, boy. [They fright. 

Page, O lord! they fight: I will go call the 
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Watch. : [ Exit Page. 
Par. O, I am slain! [falls] — If thou be 
none nnn ST A 
Open the tomb, lay me with Jaliet. (dies. 
Rom. In faith, I will: — Let me peruse this 
face: — 


Mercutio's kinsman, noble county Paris: — 
What said my man, when my betossed soul 
Did not attend him as we rode? I think, 
' He told me, Paris should have morry'd Juliet: 
Said he not so? or did I dream it so? 
Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 
To think it was so? — O, give me thy band, 
One writ with me in sour misfortune's book! 
III bury thee in a triumphant grave, — 
A grave? O, no; a lantern, slaughter'd youth, 
For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes 
This vault a feasting presence full of light. 
Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr'd. 
; [laying Paris in the monument, 
How oft when men are at the point of death, 
Have they been merry? which their keepers call 
A lightning before death: O, how may I 
Call this a lightning? — O, my love! my wife! 
Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty: 
. Thou art not conquer'd; beauty's ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy fide: and in thy cheeks, 
And death's pale flag is not advanced there, — 
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Ty balt, ly'st thou there in thy bloody sbeet? 

O, what more favour can I do to thee, 7 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain, 
To sunder his that was thine enemy? 

Forgive me, cousin! — Ah, dear Juliet, 

Why art thou yet so fair? Sha'l t believe 

That unsubstantial death is amorous; 

And that the lean abhorred monster keeps 

Thee here in dark to be his paramour? 

For fear of that, I will still stay with thee; 

And never from this palace of dim night 

Depait again; here, here will [remain 

With worms that are thy chamber-maids; O, here 
Will Ist up my everlasting rest; 


And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars | 


From this world - wearied- flesh. — Eyes, look 
N your last! M5404 1 3, 

Arms, take your last embrace! and lips, O you 

The doots of breath, seal with a righteous kiſs 

A dateleſs bargain to engrossing death! — 

Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide! 

Thou desperste pilot, now at once run on 

The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark! 

Here's to my love! — [drinks.} O, true apothecary! 

Thy drugs are quick, — Thus with a kiſs I die. 
9 [dies. 


Enter, at the other end of the church- yard, Friar 
Lawrence, with a lantern, crow, and spade. 


Fri. Saint Francis be my speed! how oft to- 
night 
Have my old feet stumbled at graves? — Who's 
there? 
Who is it that consorts, so late, the dead? 
Bal. Here's one, a friend, and one that knows 
aa ' you well: | 
Fri. Bliſs be upon you! Tell me, good my friend, 
What torch is yond', that vainly lends bis light 
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To grubs and eyeleſs sculls? as I 3 EIT 
It burneth in the Capels“ monument. {\ 
Bal. It 64h 80, boly sir; and there's wy 
master, * 1 ; 
One that you love. 5 | 

Fri. Who is it? 

Bal. Romeo. 

Ji. How long hath he beou 4 

Bal. Full nal an hour 

Fri. Go with me to the vault. n 

Bal. I dare not, sir: 

My master knows not, but I am gone hence; 
And fearfully did menace me with death, 
If I did stay to look on his intents. 
Fri. Stay then, III go alone: — Fear comes 
upon me; b 
O, much I fear some ill unlucky thing. 
Bal. As I did sleep under this yew-tree here, 
I dreamt my master and another fought, 
And that my master slew him. 

Fri. Romeo? — [advances.. 
Alack, alack, what blood is this, which stains 
The stony entrance of this sepulcher ? — 

What mean these masterleſs and gory swords 
To lie ee by this place of peace? 

(enters the monument. 
Romeo! O, pale! — Who else? what, Paris too? 
And Steep'd in blood? — Ah, what an unkind 
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hour 
Ts guilty of this lamentable chance! — 
The lady 8tirs. U. uliet wakes, and stirs. 


Jul. O, comfortable friar! where is my lord? 
I do remember well where I should be, 
And there i am: — Where is my Romeo? 
| [ Noise within, 
Fri, I 8 some noise. — Lady, come from 
that nest 
Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep; 
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A greater Power than we can contradict 
Hach thwarted our intents; come, come away: 
Thy husbaud in thy bosom there lies dead; 


And Paris too; come, FIl dispose of thee 


Among a sisterhood of holy nuns: 
Stay not to question, for the watch is coming; 
Come, go, good Juliet, — [Noise again.] I dare 
| stay no longer. [Exit. 
Jul. Go, get thee hence, for Iwill not away.— 


What's here? a cup, clos'd in my true love's 
hand ? 


Poison, I sec, hath been his timeleſs end : — 
O churl! drink all; and leave no friendly drop, 
To help me after? — I will kils thy lips; 
Haply, some polcpp yet doth hang on them, 


To make me die with a restorative. [kisses him, 
Thy lips are warm! | 


1. Watch. [within.) Lead, boy: — Which way? 
Jul. Yea, noise? — then I'll be brief. — O happy 


dagger! [satching Romeo's dagger. 
This is thy 8beath; [sta erself.] there rust, and 
let me die. 


[falls on Romeo's body, and dios. 


Enter Watch, with the Page of Paris. 
Page. This is the place; there, where the torch 
doth burn. 


I. Watch. The ground is bloody; Search about 
the church-yard : 


Go, some of you, who e'er you find, attach. 
[ Exeunt some. 


Pitiful sight! here lies the couuty slain ; — 


And Juliet bleeding; warm, and newly dead, 
Who here bath lain these two days buried. — 
Go, 'tell the prince, — run to the Capulets, — 
Raise up the Montagues, — some others search ;— 


[Exeunt other watchmen. 
We see the ground whereon these woes do lie; 
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But the true ground of all these piteous woes, 
We cannot without cireumstance descry. 


Enter some of the Watch, with Balthasar. 


2. I atch, Here's Romeo's man, we found him 
in the church-yard. 

1. Watch. Hold him in safety, till the prince 
come hither, 


Enter another Watchman, with F 1. Lawrence. 


3. Watch. Here is a friar, that trembles, sighs, 
and weeps: 
We took this mattock and tbis spade from him, 
As he was coming from this church-yard side. 
4 Watch. A great suspicion; Stay the friar 
too. 


Fnter the Prince, and Attendants. 


Prince* What misadventure is 80 early up, 
That calls our person from our morning's rest? 


Enter Cayvrer, Lady Carurxr, and Others. 


Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek 
abroad ? 
La. Cap. The people in the street cry — Ro- 
meo, - 
Some — Juliet, and some — Paris; and all run, 
With open out-cry, toward our monument. 
Prince, What fear is this, which startles in our 
ears ? 
1. Watch. E here lies the county, Paris 
slain; 


And Romeo dead; and Juliet, dead before, 


Warm and new kill'd. 


Pri ince. Search, seek, and know how this foul 
murdes comes. 

1. Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughter'd Ro- 
meo's man; 
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With instruments upon them, fit to open 
These dead men's tombs. | 

Cap. O, heavens: — O, wife! look how our 

| daughter bleeds ! 

This dagger bath mista'en, — for, lo! his house 
Is empty on the back of Montague, — x 
And is mis-sheathed in my daughter's bosom, 
La. Cap. O me! this sight of death is as a bell, 
That warns my old age to a sepulcher. 5 411 


Enter Mos rA ux, and Others, 


Prince. Come, Montague; for thou art early 
up, 

To see thy . e heir more early down. 

Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night; 
Grief of my son's exile hath stopp'd her breath: 
What further woe conspires against mine age? 

Prince. Look, and thou shalt see. 
Mon. O r untaught! what manners is in 
this, . 

To preſs before thy father to a grave? 

Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage for a 

; while, 1 5 125 
Till we can clear these ambiguities, 1 
And know their spring, their head, their true 

5 descent; 

And then will I be general of your woes, 
And lead you even to death: Mean time forbear, 
And let mischance be slave to patience. — 
Bring forth the parties of suspicion, 

Fri. I am the greatest, able to do least, 
Vet most suspected, as the time and place 
Doth make against me, of this direful murder; 
Aud here I stand, both to impeach and purge 
Myself condemned and myself excus'd. 

Prince. Then say at once what thou dost know 

in this, a 
Fri. T will bg brief, for my short date of breath 
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Is not so long as is a tedious tale. | 
Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet ; 
And; she, there dead, that Romeo's faithful wife: 
J married them; and their stolen marriage-day 
Was Tybalt's dooms-day, whose untimely death 
Banish'd the new-made bridegroom from this city; 
For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin'd. 
You, — to remove that siege of grief from her, — 
Betroth'd, and would have married her perforce, 
To county Paris: — Then comes she to me; 
And, with wild looks, bid me devise some means 
To rid her from this second marriage, | 
Or, in my cell there would she kill herself. 
Then gave I her, so tutor'd by my art, | 

A sleeping potion; which so took effect 

As I intended, for it wrought on her 

The form of death: mean time I writ to Romeo, 
That he should hither come as this dire night, 
To help to take her from her borrow'd grave, 
Being the time the potion's force should cease. 
But he which bore my letter, friar John, 

Was staid by accident; and yesternight 

Return'd my letter back: Then all alone, 

At the prefixed hour of her waking, 

Came T to take her from her kindred's vault; 
Meaning to keep her closely at my cell, 

Till I conveniently could send to Romeo: 


But, when I came, (some minute ere the time 


Of her awakening,) here untimely lay 

The noble Paris, and true Romeo, dead. 

She wakes; and I entreated her come forth, 
And bear this work of heaven with patience; 


But then a noise did scare me from the tomb; 


And sbe, too desperate, Would not go with me, 
But (as it seems) did violence on herself. 

All this I know; and to the marriage 

Her nurse is privy: And, if aught in this 
Miscarry'd by my fault, let my old life 
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Be sacrific'd, some hour before his time, 
Unto the rigour of severest law. 
Prince. We till have known thce for a holy 
man, — | 
Where's Romeo's man? what can he say in this? 
Bal. I brought my master news of Juliet's 
| death; 
And, then in post he came from Mantua, 
To this same place, to this same monument. 
This letter he early bid me give his father; 
And threaten'd me with death, going in the vault, 
If I departed not, and left him there. 
Prince. Give me the letter, I will look on it. — 
Where is the county's page, that rais'd the 
watch? — 
Sirrah, what made your master in this place? 
Page. He came with flowers to strew his lady's 
rave; | 
And bid me Sy aloof, and so IT did: 
Anon, comes one with light to ope the tomb; 
And, by and by, my master drew on him ; 
And then I ran away to call the watch. 
Prince. This letter doth make good the friar's 
words, Ss 
Their course of love, the tidings of her death: 
And here he writes — that he did buy a poison 
Of a poor *pothecary, and therewithal 
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet. — 
Where be these enemies? Capulet! Montague! — 
See, what a scourge is laid upon your hate, 
That We Fre means to kill your joys with 
love! 
And J, for winking at your discords too, 
Have lost a brace of kinsmen: — all are punish'. 
Cap. O, brother Montague, give me thy hand 
This is my daughter's jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. 


Mon. But I can give thee more: 
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For T will raise her statue in pure gold; 
That, while Verona by that name is known, 
There shall no figure at such rate be set, 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. | 
Cop. As rich shall Romeo by his lady lie; 
Poor sacrifices of our enmity! ! 
Prince. A glooming peace this morning with it 
brings ; | | 
The sun, for W 5 will not shew his head: 
Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things; 
Some shall be pardon'd, and some punished: 
For never was a story of more woe, 3 
Than this of Juliet and her Romeo, [Exeunt. 
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